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A bstract
Is This Good?: Writings o f the Lakota Youth at Red Cloud Middle School is an 
anthology o f  w ritings that represents the expressions o f my students on the Pine 
Ridge Indian Reservation in South Dakota. The selections all come from a three year 
period, between 1997 and 2000, during which time I taught reading and writing 
classes with fifth, sixth, seventh, and eighth grade students.
The book is an attempt to honor these Lakota youth and their powerful words. The 
Creator has wonderfully blessed these kids with tremendous gifts o f creativity, inside 
their often difficult lives, and through this project I humbly offer some reflections of 
these gifts to the reading, and hopefully non-reading, world.
In many ways, the book tells the story o f my time living on the reservation, or at 
least the classroom piece o f  that story. It is a profile o f my experiences with teaching 
writing in South Dakota. The collection consists o f seventeen chapters, each based 
around a general theme or idea that the students and myself explored in our classes. 
Each o f  these chapters opens with some introductory comments, either about how we 
worked through a particular assignment related to the focus theme, or what was 
noteworthy about the kids' insights on that topic, or even a depiction of a relevant 
anecdote, and then presents the students' writings.
The anticipated result o f the project is to take the book manuscript to the level of 
publication as my gift to these young writers and in recognition of my responsibility 
as partial caretaker o f the words written in our classroom. My hope is that these 
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Intent of the Project
For my final creative project, I decided to organize a collection o f  writings 
authored by my students at Red Cloud Middle School on the Pine Ridge Indian 
Reservation in South Dakota. My main intention in this endeavor has been to honor 
the words o f  my students, as well as my relationships with them. I was profoundly 
affected by the experiences o f  three years with my students on the reservation and felt 
that compiling a book could be a simple gift to demonstrate my respect and love for 
all o f  them.
Additionally, I had a strong sense that I was charged with the protection and 
care o f  the deeply personal and very skillful written creations o f the students in our 
mutual classroom. Ultimately, I trust that the writing could serve a larger purpose 
through reaching the minds, ears, and hearts o f the world audience.
This project is the result o f countless hours o f work and many blessed 
interactions with students, and as such, it is appropriately the centeipiece o f  my 
graduate studies. I believe that the book is the most significant written product I have 
ever helped to craft as it represents the most important work I have participated in, 
facilitating kids in opening the gates o f  their imagination and learning through the 
lens o f  creativity.
Background
Between the years o f  1997 and 2000, I had the supreme honor o f teaching and 
living among the Lakota people on the Pine Ridge Indian Reservation in South 
Dakota. An extraordinary place named Red Cloud Indian School was my home, a 
place where I taught reading and writing classes, coached basketball and soccer, 
drove a school bus, and generally became woven into the fabric o f  the Holy Rosary 
Mission community.
As a writer who believes strongly in the power of creative expression through 
language, I was excited to try my hand at the teaching o f  writing when I moved out to 
South Dakota. I hoped to make the classroom a place where kids could openly 
explore their inner selves and their experiences o f  the world around them. At twenty- 
two years o f  age, a very recent college graduate, I was certainly equipped with more 
enthusiasm than savvy and didn’t quite realize the scope o f  the task set before me.
Two major challenges were not fully anticipated or understood at the onset of 
my teaching career. My expertise in working with children o f various races, ages, 
and backgrounds had not fully prepared me to work with Native kids, nor had it 
taught me the subtle art o f  leading a classroom. This was not the summer camp or 
after-school recreation setting to which I was accustomed and these kids were not 
quite ready to immediately follow my lead.
This was their world and I was their guest. Before doing anything o f real 
substance under my guidance, the kids needed to both know and trust me. Because 
the arena o f  creative writing is highly personal, I believe trust must be built in any
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group before the gifts o f  discovery and sharing become true and strong. With the 
Indian kids at Red Cloud, this process o f trust building was utterly crucial and 
happened in a way that I can only describe as a mystery, and yet very genuine. A 
passage from “the Blank Page” chapter o f the book captures the essence o f  this initial 
step in our journey with writing.
The important thing was that I  allow the students to open their 
minds and hearts on their terms, at their speed, and in their own wav. 
or not at all. In the most essential terms, this is exactly what happened. 
Over the course o f  many months, and in full, three years, our 
classroom became a place where the kids could fee l safe about 
expressing themselves and were constantly encouraged in their pursuit 
to f in d  their own voice and pronounce it joyfully.
Once given this freedom to open themselves, fm y students] ran 
with it much further than I  imagined possible. Somehow, in a sacred  
way and with the blessings o f our Creator. I  witnessed a 
transformation in my students. From the motionless bodies and hard 
faces o f  day one. fparalyzed by the task o f  facing a blank page and 
creating something new]. to a point where kids would often begin class 
with a smile or a laugh, then get to work and produce something o f  
power, and fina lly  even want to read it aloud to their class.
Some details o f  this transformation are elaborated in the chapters o f  the book 
itself, (appendix, page 14). In short, all I did was carefully open a doorway and then 
try to get out o f  the way as the kids rushed through and proceeded to do amazing 
things with, around, and through language.
The Idea
As my students engaged more with writing, their creative voices 
quickly appeared and began to mature. At first, a few lines or images here and there 
would resonate as strong writing, and soon enough kids were crafting short poems or 
statements that flowed well, demonstrated ability for word choice, and communicated 
something substantial. I rapidly learned that these indigenous kids had a lot o f real 
things to say and maybe just needed the right opportunity to articulate them. To me, 
it made sense that in the sometimes chaos o f  life on the impoverished reservation, 
where things seldom follow any rigid structure, kids could easily adapt to the notion 
o f  open-ended assignments where creativity was the primary rule and format.
Before long, I began xeroxing the writings that seemed to carry a power about 
them. At times, I wondered if the kids’ Lakota ancestors were directly guiding their 
pencils and pens to group words in profound ways. 1 always asked the students’ 
permission before xeroxing and never once did anyone say no; in this willingness, I 
glimpsed that maybe the kids were a little bit proud of what they had done.
As I gathered the writings o f my students, it seemed natural to want to share 
them with a larger audience. After all, isn’t writing meant to be read or heard and 
experienced in the soul o f  the reader? In collaboration with the computer teacher at 
the middle school, some o f  the writings found publication in a school newspaper o f 
sorts, the Crusader Quarterly. By the following year, the publication had evolved into 
more o f  an annual literary magazine, featuring solely the work o f  my students. The 
feedback we, the students and myself, received from these publications was very
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positive and encouraged the kids to keep writing and myself to keep facilitating that 
writing, and then finding ways to share it with others.
I consider my students’ writing to be in the Native tradition o f sacred stories 
and have attempted to treat their words with great respect at all times. The literary 
magazines seemed like a decent way for the larger Red Cloud Indian School 
community to dialogue with the voices o f my students. When I left the reservation in 
the summer o f  2000, I took a good look at the enormous stacks o f  xeroxed papers and 
wondered about further possibilities within their contents.
As I poured over the pages collected over three blessed years, the idea of a 
book filled my heart and soul. However, my mind was not yet convinced. I felt very 
anxious about several realities involved with assembling a book. First, should these 
writings, as sacred stories o f a sort, be shared with people who have no connection to, 
or even conception of, the Pine Ridge Reservation and the Lakota people? If so, am I 
the appropriate one to do such a thing or should it be a Lakota person? And then the 
larger question, if I did construct a book, how should it be published? By my own 
means or that o f the school, as the literary magazines were, and then distributed to 
students, teachers, employees, and families o f  Red Cloud School and other 
reservation folks? Or should it be a book in the proper sense, more widely published 
and sold to the public?
This last question proved to be the most challenging. Lakota spiritual leaders 
had taught me that sacred items are not to be sold or associated with money. 
Obviously, funding is required to produce a book and get it out to an audience. These 
difficult considerations perplexed me and so I sought out the guidance o f  a couple
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spiritual leaders whom I had grown to know and respect. After receiving their 
support and encouragement o f the project as a book, I chose to go ahead and begin to 
shape a product.
Later, the difficult issue became whether I should associate this sacred project 
with my Masters degree, a distinction invented by the typically secular world of 
academia. In both cases, I decided that yes, it is the right thing to do and that the 
complexities and profane imperfections o f  modem life should not withhold me from 
this important work. And so, the idea went into motion.
Assembling the Book
The movement o f the idea was both deliberate and complex. First, 1 needed to 
meticulously go through literally hundreds o f  pages of student work and somehow 
label any and all writings that had a chance of inclusion in the manuscript. After this 
initial process, I started to group the selected writings, just as I had when forming the 
literary magazines. I began to see seventeen decent assemblages o f  relatively similar 
size, each centered by a broad theme. These would be the chapters o f  the book.
As I grew to visualize the book as more than a collection o f  writings and as 
the story o f  my classroom experiences on the reservation, I felt it would be 
appropriate to draft some commentary to accompany the students' expressions in 
each chapter. For each theme, an event o f note, a reality o f  reservation life, or an 
observation about my students’ writing emerged that seemed to match my purposes 
with these introductory remarks.
In the next major phase o f the project, I alternated between writing these 
chapter openings and transferring the actual text o f the chosen writings from their 
xeroxed pages to new pages according to their respective theme-related chapter. 
Slightly laborious and quite lengthy, this process moved me to the rough draft stage 
o f  the book.
The final step o f  assembly consisted o f editing and re-editing the manuscript 
innumerable times until I felt it was in a good place and ready for presentation. As 1 
imagine a composer o f  music must do, I continually revisited the manuscript over the 
past year to fine tune it, pulling out certain pieces, adding others, re-arranging the
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order o f  selections until the whole seemed to flow together as seamlessly as I could 
fashion it. The end product is not perfect by any means, but the hope is that it is 
essentially true to the character o f my students and presents their voices clearly.
Impact o f the Project
In the simplest terms, the largest impact o f this final creative project is my 
continued dedication to writing. This begins with the development o f my own 
writing, which I feel is essential to keeping my teaching o f writing fresh and honest. 
As an artist, I have grown much over the couple years that I have been working on 
this book. Taking the leap o f actually committing myself to this project has helped to 
ground me in more confidence as a writer. I have found myself increasingly 
performing my writing and somewhat involved in the literary scene of Santa Fe, New 
Mexico, my present residence. I plan to publish some o f  my own work after getting 
this collection o f my students’ work published.
My devotion to supporting young writers has equally been confirmed by this 
book. I have come to understand the tremendous value and influence of teenagers 
actively involved with artistic endeavors, particularly through writing. This year, I 
helped lead a poetry slam at the Santa Fe Indian School, where I currently teach, and 
truly felt it was one o f  the most positive and inspiring educational events that I have 
done with kids. Watching teens get super excited about language, even if 
unconsciously so, was highly motivating.
The book itself serves as a foundation for my teaching o f  writing. It is like a 
map o f  where I have been and what 1 have learned in this area. I refer to the book for 
writing prompts and for examples to read to my current students. Looking it over 
from time to time also reminds me why I have consciously chosen to walk this path 
with writing. Although I don’t expect to connect with a group as deeply as I did on
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the reservation, where the kids became like sons and daughters to me, I know that 
advocating the writing of young folks will always be a meaningful pursuit.
Through my experiences o f  teaching in South Dakota and through the 
reflection I have done while composing this book, a basic structure o f  how to teach 
writing well has manifested before me. Although I do not credit myself for any o f the 
strong writing that my students craft, I have a pretty good idea of the kind of 
environment that stimulates solid work. In my classes facilitating writing, this issue 
o f  a “safe” classroom, mentioned in the background, is one I hold at the core of my 
teaching philosophy. Students must feel safe physically, emotionally, and spiritually 
before they will risk looking deeply inside themselves and translating what they find 
into words. An even larger development is building an atmosphere where kids, 
especially self-esteem deficient teenagers, will share their writing with the group.
This type o f  setting is definitely an ideal to be strived for, not a model of 
perfection realized at all moments. The key to forming such a classroom is to have 
students recognize and value their desire for a safe and expressively open place to 
interact with their peers and teacher. This happens through positive group 
experiences with writing.
Silent concentration is the first ingredient. I believe teens, and probably most 
humans, are hungry for more silence and liberty from the noise o f modem existence. 
The greatest gift o f  silence is communion with the divine, however it can be used 
very well with writing, too. Once kids have tasted silence in the classroom and 
written something o f  quality within its presence, the construction o f a creative safe 
place has begun. When a kid witnesses his or her classmates immersed in writing and
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then listens to them read aloud something profound or sensitive or inspiring or 
humorous, the foundations become a bit more established. And when all the students 
in a group have risked sharing their writing and had it received positively, a writing 
class is bom.
The energy o f  each of these steps is intense and holy. When a group gets to 
this point, a teacher can now do things that challenge kids to their fullest potential and 
beyond. 1 have learned that facilitating the creation o f this energy and channeling it 
effectively is the art o f  teaching writing. This is why I treat writing assignments very 
seriously, honor the silence o f kids engaged in writing, preach and practice respect for 
everyone's expressions, and compliment my students' writing efforts.
During my third year o f teaching on the reservation, when we were examining 
the purposes o f writing, I took a moment to reflect on the importance of writing in 
education. My conclusion or hypothesis, as written in my lesson plan notebook of that 
year, was as follows.
Writing involves young adults with the real happenings o f  their 
minds, hearts, and worlds. They must be able to connect their writing 
to their actual lives and actual concerns. Perhaps the most important 
academic lesson a young adult can learn is mastery^ o f  the skill o f  
effectively expressing their thoughts and emotions.
It is hard to speculate on the potential influence of this humble book 
project. As stated, the hope is to find a way to have it published. My sense is 
that the writings are something o f  a collection o f  teachings that inform about 
the realities o f  reservation life, offer insights gleaned from living within those 
realities and among a wide continuum of backgrounds influenced by Lakota
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culture, and present artistic language shaped by talented young folks. 
Hopefully, others will find it worthwhile to take a look at the world through 
the perspective o f  these Lakota youth.
Some o f  those readers will invariably be teenagers themselves and it 
would be very good if the expressions o f  my students were to generate or 
grow any inclination toward writing among more young people. Also, some 
educators, particularly those working with writing, may find some useful 
ideas, lessons, or techniques inside this manuscript, although it is not 
explicitly constructed for that reason. Before any o f these possibilities, the 
student authors themselves may be the most directly affected by the project, 
and I pray that it will be in all good ways.
A not entirely anticipated impact o f  this project has been my re­
connection to the Pine Ridge Indian Reservation and the Lakota people, a 
connection 1 both value and respect enormously. The Lakota people offered 
me a spiritual home inside their circle, and I have accepted the invitation. 
Editing this book has kept me in direct contact with a few significant mentors 
and some o f  the student authors, and the others 1 have been in touch with 
through memory.
Moreover, the reading and re-reading o f  all these writings has given 
me the space to process much o f what 1 experienced while living on the 
reservation for three years. The intensity o f  experience seemed to grow as 1 
stayed longer and was able to receive more, and so there was little opportunity 
to work through much o f that raw and powerful life footage until I left the
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reservation. I knew that somehow I had changed in large ways, really was 
brought into manhood by virtue o f  many kids looking to me as a dad figure, 
but the composition o f  the book has helped me to know those changes and my 
own self more precisely.
I would like to thank all o f  my students for their sincerity and courage 
in our journey with writing. As I wrote in a poem shortly before leaving the 
reservation, I “wish the world for each one of you, that your spirits will fly in 
unfettered freedom and your feelings find a good hom e.. .Love your family, 
respect everyone, do not be afraid to leap into the unknown.. .Make your 
voices heard, loud and powerful, or silent and perfect.” With this project, I 
am giving away what these kids have given to me and I ask Tunkasila, our 
Grandfather, to bless the offering. Hau. Mitakuye Oyasin.
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Is T h is G ood?
W ritin gs o f the Lakota Y outh at R ed C lou d  M id d le  School
E dited  b y  T im  M cL aughlin
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Introduction
T his b o o k  is a co llec tion  of w ritin g s  th a t re p re se n t th e  exp ress ions 
of th e  L ako ta  y o u th  a t R ed C lo u d  M id d le  School on  th e  P ine  R idge Ind ian  
R e se rv a tio n  in  S o u th  D ako ta . T he se lec tions all com e fro m  a th ree  y ear 
p e rio d , 1997-2000, d u r in g  w h ic h  tim e  I ta u g h t re a d in g  a n d  w ritin g  classes 
to  fifth , six th , sev en th , a n d  e ig h th  g rad e  s tu d e n ts . T he q u a lity  of th e  w o rk  
has little  to  d o  w ith  an y  teach in g  ex p ertise  on  m y p a r t  a n d  has ev e ry th in g  
to  d o  w ith  the  o u ts ta n d in g  n a tu ra l c rea tiv ity  of m y  s tu d e n ts . G od  has 
b le ssed  th ese  c h ild re n  w ith  p o w e rfu l g ifts in s id e  th e ir  o ften  d ifficu lt lives 
a n d  th ro u g h  th is  b o o k  th ese  sac red  g ifts a re  p re se n te d  to  th e  w orld .
M an y  th a n k  y o u s  a re  in  o rd er. I w o u ld  like to th a n k  all the  a u th o rs  
a n d  th e ir  fam ilies fo r th e ir  s u p p o r t  of th is  p ro jec t a n d  for th e ir  co u rag e  to 
p a r tic ip a te  in  it. A lso  a la rg e  th a n k  y o u  to  m y  co lleag u es a n d  p rin c ip a l a t 
R ed  C lo u d  M id d le  School w h o  h e lp e d  n u r tu re  a safe a n d  o p e n  school 
e n v iro n m e n t w h e re  s tu d e n ts  c o u ld  in v e n t free ly  w ith  th e ir  w o rd s . T he 
Je su it c o m m u n ity  a t H o ly  R osary  M ission  eq u a lly  d ese rv es  m y g ra titu d e  
fo r e n c o u ra g in g  m y  w o rk  w ith  the  ch ild ren .
Specia l th a n k s  go o u t to  severa l m en to rs  w h o  co n tin u a lly  g u id e d  
m e d u r in g  m y  tim e  o n  th e  re se rv a tio n  a n d  p a rtic u la rly  a d v ise d  m e in  the  
e ffo rt to  m ak e  th is  b o o k  in  a re sp ec tfu l w ay  th a t h o n o rs  th e  L akota  peop le . 
P ilam a y a  to  Basil B rave H eart, L inn  C ross D og, a n d  W ilm er M esteth . 1 
w o u ld  like to ex p re ss  m y  th a n k sg iv in g  to  m y  o w n  fam ily , w h o  has a lw ay s 
b e e n  m y  so u rce  of s tren g th , love, a n d  in sp ira tio n , fa ith fu lly  w illin g  to 
a ss is t th e  p ro jec t in  an y  w ay . A bove  all, the  g rea te s t p ra ise  goes to 
T u n k as ila , G ra n d fa th e r , w h o  h as  b lessed  m e in  th is  u n d e rta k in g  a n d  
c o n tin u e s  to  o p e n  th e  sac red  re d  ro a d  befo re  m e.
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T he B lank Page
I can  w e ll re m e m b e r m y firs t d ay  as a teacher. A rm e d  w ith  
e x ten siv e  su m m e r c am p  c o u n se lin g  a n d  a d m in is tra tin g  ex p erien ce  an d  
c o n fid e n t in  m y  ab ility  to  co n n ec t w ith  k id s of an y  b a ck g ro u n d  th ro u g h  
m y  in n e r-c ity  w o rk , I w a s  d e te rm in e d  to m ak e  m y  class a lo t m ore  
e n g a g in g  a n d  in te re s tin g  th a n  m y o w n  m em o rie s  of m id d le  school. In  fact, 
o n  th is  d a y  w e  w e re n 't  g o ing  to  n e e d  pencils  a n d  p a p e r , books, o r even  
d e sk s  a n d  ch a irs  fo r th a t m a tte r . 1 h a d  a p la n  a n d  w a s  excited  to p u t  it in to  
m o tio n . W ith o u t a d o u b t, th e  k id s  w e re  g o in g  to  love th e ir  first d ay  back  
to  schoo l th is  year.
N e ed le ss  to  say, I rece iv ed  q u ite  a su rp r ise  th a t h o t A u g u s t 
m o rn in g . In s te a d  of n e rv o u s  co o p e ra tio n  w h e n  1 a sk ed  th e  s tu d e n ts  to 
ch o o se  a  sea t in  th e  circle of ru g  sq u a re s  1 h a d  la id  o u t o n  th e  floor in  
o rd e r  to  p lay  th e  b e s t "ice b rea k e r"  I k n ew , th e  k id s  m o stly  gave  m e stoic 
s ta res  o f p ro te s t  m ix ed  w ith  g e n u in e  con fusion . T his ce rta in ly  h a d  n e v er 
h a p p e n e d  to  m e  befo re . A  to ta l re fu sa l to  d o  as 1 h a d  a sk ed  by  everyone. 
C learly , th e  ru le s  of th e  g am e w ere  a b it d iffe ren t o u t here . I d u g  d eep ly  
in to  m y  tec h n iq u e s  of p o sitiv e  p e rsu a s io n  a n d  ev en tu a lly  g o t m aybe  
se v en ty  p e rc e n t of th e  k id s d o in g  so m e th in g  re sem b lin g  th e  g am e 1 h ad  
b e en  su re  w o u ld  go b eau tifu lly .
1 q u ick ly  rea liz ed  th a t these  c h ild re n  w e re  m u c h  less in te re s te d  in 
w h a t  w e  w o u ld  be d o in g  in  m y  c la ssro o m  th a n  in  w h o  1 w a s  an d , for the  
m o m e n t, w h a t th ey  co u ld  g e t aw ay  w ith  u n d e r  m y  a u th o rity . By th e  tim e  
th e  be ll ra n g  th a t  m o rn in g , th e  p la n n e d  g am e  h a d  b een  a b a n d o n e d  an d  
w ith  it all m y  p re v io u s  n o tio n s  of h o w  to teach  th e  c lass a n d  h o w  th in g s 
w o u ld  w o rk  in  th e  c lassroom . W e, th e  s tu d e n ts  a n d  m yself, w o u ld  h av e  to 
b e g in  o n  a m u c h  m o re  fu n d a m e n ta l level, one  d e v o id  of an y  a ssu m p tio n s  
of ro les  o r p ro c e d u re s , b u ild in g  tru s t  a n d  m u tu a l  c o m fo rt s low ly  a n d  
carefu lly .
T he  fo llo w in g  day , w e  tr ie d  o u r  firs t w r itin g  activ ity . N o w  th is  w as 
so m e th in g  to ta lly  fo re ig n  to  th ese  se v en th  g ra d e  s tu d e n ts . N e v e r befo re  
h a d  th e y  faced  a b la n k  p a g e  a n d  b een  a sk ed  to c rea te , n o t tran sc rib e  
a n sw e rs  to  specific q u e s tio n s  o r fo llow  a g e n e ra l fo rm a t to  c o n s id e r  a 
su b jec t of choice, b u t  to  look  in s id e  th em se lv es  a n d  m ak e  so m e th in g  new . 
T he  ta sk  se em e d  p a ra ly z in g  a t first, b u t  1 w a s  re a d y  to  w a lk  w ith  th em  
th ro u g h  th e  p a in  of a d ju s tin g  to  th is  so rt of c rea tiv e  w ork .
So, a fte r a sh o rt d isc u ss io n  of so rts , w e  b e g a n  w ith  a s ing le  w o rd , 
th e  p iece  of la n g u a g e  m o st p e rso n a l a n d  w ell k n o w n  to  an y o n e , th e ir
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in d iv id u a l nam e. I a sk ed  th e  s tu d e n ts  to  w rite  th e ir  o w n  n am e  d o w n , in 
all its  v a ria tio n s  a n d  fo rm s. In  w ay s th ey  h a v e  h e a rd  it sp o k e n  o r seen  it 
p r in te d  as w ell as n e w  w a y s  of th e ir  in v en tio n , b a ck w a rd s , in  p a rts , o r in 
re -a rra n g e d  o rd e rs . E very  n a m e  a n d  any  n a m e  th a t m e a n t th em  in  som e 
w a y  w a s  good . A n y  p e rso n  w h o  has ev er p ick ed  u p  an  in s tru m e n t of 
w rit in g  k n o w s w h a t it is to  d o o d le , a n d  so th e  c h ild re n  b e g a n  w o rk in g . 
A n d  w ith  th a t, th e  ba ll w as  ro lling , ev er so slow ly , b u t  ro llin g  none the less .
I h a d  titled  th e  class C rea tiv e  W ritin g  a n d  ev en  th o u g h  it w as 
e v id e n t th a t  th e  p e rso n a l rea lm  w o u ld  be b o th  co m p lica ted  a n d  
d a n g e ro u s  to w o rk  w ith in , 1 felt th a t fac ing  th e  ch a llen g e  w a s  m y  d u ty , no  
m a tte r  h o w  m a n y  b a rr ie rs  the  k id s  e s tab lish ed  to close th em se lv es  off, 
m o s t n o tab ly  fro m  th e ir  o w n  selves. T he im p o rta n t th in g  w a s  th a t 1 allow  
th e  s tu d e n ts  to  o p e n  th e ir  m in d s  a n d  h e a rts  on  th e ir te rm s, a t th e ir speed , 
a n d  in  th e ir  w ay , o r n o t a t all. In  th e  m o st essen tia l te rm s, th is  is exactly  
w h a t  h a p p e n e d . O v e r th e  co u rse  o f m an y  m o n th s  a n d  in  full, th ree  years, 
o u r  c la ss ro o m  b ecam e  a p lace  w h e re  th e  k id s  co u ld  feel safe a b o u t 
e x p re ss in g  th em se lv es  a n d  w ere  c o n stan tly  e n co u rag e d  in  th e ir p u rsu it  to 
fin d  th e ir  o w n  vo ice  a n d  to  p ro n o u n c e  it joyfully .
O nce  g iv en  th is  free d o m  to o p e n  th em se lv es, th e  k id s ran  w ith  it 
m u c h  fu r th e r  th a n  1 im a g in ed  possib le . S om ehow , in  a sacred  w ay  an d  
w ith  th e  b less in g s  of o u r  C rea to r, 1 w itn esse d  a tran s fo rm a tio n  in  m y 
s tu d e n ts . F ro m  th e  m o tio n less  b o d ies  a n d  h a rd  faces o f d ay  one  to  a p o in t 
w h e re  k id s  w o u ld  o ften  b eg in  class w ith  a sm ile  a n d  a lau g h , th en  ge t to 
w o rk  a n d  p ro d u c e  so m e th in g  of p o w er, a n d  finally  ev en  w a n t to re a d  it 
a lo u d  to  th e ir  class.
T he title  of th e  book. Is T his G ood?, re fe rs  to the  th ree  w o rd s  
1 h e a rd  m o st o ften  in m y  w ritin g  classes. A n  a rticu la tio n  of a basic desire  
fo r a ffirm atio n , th e  s tu d e n ts  w h o  h a d  m ad e  th em se lv es  v u ln e ra b le  by 
w ritin g  n e e d e d  to  k n o w  th a t w h a t th ey  h a d  sh a re d  w as v a lu ab le  a n d  true. 
S o m etim es in to n a te d  to  m ea n  " a m  1 fin ish ed ?" , so m etim es "d o  y o u  like 
it?", a n d  o n  specia l occasions " d id  1 d o  so m e th in g  g rea t h e re?" , th is 
q u e s tio n  o ften  fra m e d  an y  a p p re c ia tio n  a n d  an a ly sis  of a s tu d e n t 's  
w ritin g . T he a n sw e r w as a lw ay s "yes, th is is g o o d " , a n d  so m an y  tim es it 
w a s  exce llen t w rit in g  th a t sp o k e  fro m  the  soul.
E lem ents
In  m y  th ird  y e a r  of teach ing , I d e c id ed  w e  w o u ld  b e g in  o u r  w ritin g  
w ith  a look  a t th e  m o st fu n d a m e n ta l p h y sica l subject, th e  e lem en ts  of life. 
D iffe ren t c u ltu re s  d isag ree  a b o u t w h a t a re  a n d  w h a t a re  n o t the  p r im a ry  
e lem en ts , b u t 1 chose  to  go  w ith  th e  fo u r th a t seem ed  th e  m o st basic  an d  
in sp ir in g . E arth , W ater, Fire, a n d  W ind . T he h o p e  w ith  th is  a ss ig n m en t 
w a s  fo r m y  s tu d e n ts  to  im m e d ia te ly  lea rn  to  c rea te  s im p le  concre te  im ages 
th a t sp e a k  to  th e  re a d e r  c learly  a n d  to  a v o id  v a g u e  d esc rip tio n s  th a t say 
little  o f in te res t. T he k id s  p e rfo rm e d  th is  ta sk  deftly  a n d  th e reb y  p ro v id e d  
a so lid  b asis  fo r th e ir  w ritin g  th a t school year.
O n  m a n y  o th e r  occasions, m y  s tu d e n ts  tu rn e d  th e ir  c rea tiv e  focus 
to  th e  v a rio u s  m an ife s ta tio n s  of these  first e lem en ts  a n d  o ffered  th e ir 
re flec tio n s  o n  th e  p h y s ic a l a n d  sp ir itu a l w o rld  a ro u n d  them . 1 w as 
c o n tin u a lly  im p re sse d  b y  th e  s ta rk  im ag ery  a n d  th e  ca re fu l in v es tig a tio n  
of n a tu ra l  fo rces w ith in  th e  w o rd s  p re se n te d  to  m e by  th e  k id s in  re sp o n se  
to  a h o s t o f d iffe ren t th em es w e  ex p lo red  th a t year. In  sho rt, the  w ritin g s  
of th is  c h a p te r  p o r tra y  an  ex p erien ce  w ith  n a tu re  th a t is p ro fo u n d  an d  
h ig h ly  resp ec ted .
4 E lem ents
W in d  b low s. F ire  b u rn s . W ate r falls. E arth  c ru m b les . T he w in d  is 
th e  m u sic  th a t m ak es  leaves dance . T he fire is th e  tra n s p o rta tio n  fo r th in g s 
to  go  b ack  to  G o d . W ate r is th e  s in g in g  d ia m o n d s  th a t take  care  of 
e v e ry th in g . E arth  is th e  a n ch o r fo r th ings.
by  C a rm e n  F o u rd  
T he E lem ents o f L ife
T he w in d  is th e  m o tio n  of the  sp ir its  d a n c in g  in  th e  sp ir it  w o rld . 
T he  so u n d  of th e  b u ffa lo  ru n n in g  on  th e  g o ld en -y e llo w  p ra irie . T he fire is 
th e  sy m b o l of th e  e ld e rs  te lling  s to ries  a ro u n d  the  la u g h in g  cam pfire . T he 
w a te r  is th e  sy m b o l of eag les sw o o p in g  d o w n  on  th e  cool w a te r  o n  a h o t 
su m m e r  day . T he E arth  is th e  sy m b o l of th e  p e o p le  all co lo rs, black, 
b ro w n , w h ite , all th e  an im als , a n d  all th e  g ree n  p lan ts .
by  K yle W hite
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4 E lem ents
T he w o rld  is th e  h e ad  of M o th e r N a tu re .
T he  E a rth  sp in s  as a  d a n ce r  w o u ld  sp in , s low ly  w ith  b a lan ce  a n d  grace.
W ater is n e w  life a n d  w av es  a t p eo p le  as th ey  w a v e  back.
F ire dan ces w ith  passio n .
W in d  b lo w s y o u r  p ro b lem s aw ay  as a s tro n g  fo rcefu l w in d  
w o u ld  m ak e  y o u r  p ro b lem s seem  sm all.
by  A n th o n y  Z im iga
O cean and Sky
T he sky  is a co p y  of th e  ocean. O n ly  it is u p s id e  d o w n . T he c lo u d s 
a re  th e  w a v es  th a t ro ll a n d  toss ab o u t. T he d e ep  b lu e  is th e  w a te r  a n d  all 
th e  b ird s  a re  th e  fish  in  the  ocean . T he sky  a n d  th e  ocean  a re  n o t d iffe ren t 
rea lly , th e y  a re  q u ite  th e  sam e, ju s t in  d iffe ren t p laces. M any  p eo p le  
p o n d e r  a b o u t th e m  bo th , lo o k in g  for c lues a n d  an sw ers.
by  M eg an  W hite  Face
T he O cean
T he O cean  is the  flow  of th e  w o rld  
as w e  a re  th e  flow  of n a tu re  
a n d  its elem ents!!!
by  D u n c an  D eon
The Sky
I a lw ay s  lik ed  th e  sky. T he sky  is a lw ay s ab o v e  m e, no  m a tte r  if it is 
c o v e red  by  c lo u d s  o r d a p p le d  by  stars, i t 's  a lw ay s there . T he sky is a lim it. 
N o  m a tte r  h o w  fa r 1 try  to  reach  it, I n e v e r can. T he b ird s  can  n e v e r go 
p a s t  it. T h e  sky  a lw ay s  h as  h id d e n  c re a tu re s  in  it. C lo u d s  a re  c re a tu re s  in 
th e  sky . If y o u  look  h a rd  e n o u g h , y o u  can  see the  sh ap es . T he sky  has 
a lw a y s  b een  re lied  u p o n  fo r life. T he s u n 's  w a rm th  com es fro m  th e  sky. A 
te rr ib le  d ro u g h t  is e v a d e d  by  ra in  fa lling  fro m  th e  sky. S now  falls fro m  the 
sky . E ach is a g ift fro m  th e  sky. T h a t is w h y  I 'v e  a lw ay s  lik ed  the  sky.
by  D av id  W olfe
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T he Sun
T he su n  is ye llow  a n d  b rig h t.
T he su n  goes in  circles ju s t fo r th e  n ig h t.
T he su n  is th e  b ig g es t y e llo w est s ta r  in  th e  u n iv erse .
T he  s u n  s tay s  in  o n e  p lace  w h ile  w e  h a v e  to  sp in , sp in , a n d  sp in .
by  Jessie  S tar C om es O u t
4 E lem ents
E arth  is like  a b ig  ba ll sp in n in g  th a t c a n 't  stop .
W in d  is like peop le , ch an g in g  th e ir  w ay s ev ery  day .
F ire is like so m e b o d y  c ry in g  in  sad n ess.
W ate r is like  th e  ocean  in  b a ttle  su r ro u n d in g  the  land .
by  A sh ley  Sully
4 E lem ents
W ind  b lo w s leaves in to  the  b lu e  sky.
W ater sp its  in  th e  a ir like w av es  in  th e  ocean  
w h e re  d o lp h in s  ca tch  th e  surf.
F ire  is a sh e e t of red  a n d  ye llow  d a n c in g  o n  th e  E arth , 
b o u n c in g  o v e r trees a n d  ju m p in g  o v e r w ater.
W ind  b lo w s it fa rth e r.
by  JJ W ilson
4 E lem ents
W in d  is like sp irits  w h isp e rin g  in  y o u r  ear. L ike a h o rse  
w a itin g  to  go so m e w h ere . W ate r is like a doc to r. It w a n ts  to h e lp  y o u  n o t 
be  th irs ty . E a rth  is like  life, it w ill n e v e r stop . L ike an  idea , y o u  keep  
a d d in g  stuff. F ire  is red , ye llow , a n d  o ran g e  d a n ce rs  p e rfo rm in g  in  a 
show .
b y  K ristin  W eston
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4 E lem ents
W in d  g ives u s  life a n d  a ir to  b rea th e  in to  o u r  lungs. W ater is ra in  
co m in g  d o w n  like  little  c ry s ta l d ro p s  fa lling  all o v e r th e  p lace. F ire has 
sm o k e  th a t  looks like g ray  a n d  b lack  c lo u d s  g o in g  to  th e  sky, sh o w in g  
th e m se lv e s  off a n d  m ak in g  frien d s  w ith  o th e r  c lo u d s . E arth  is like a book, 
it k e ep s  o u r  s to ries  a n d  tells a b o u t peop le .
by  S an d y  R ed F ea ther
Raindrop
To be a ra in d ro p , y o u 'd  be fa lling  fro m  th e  sky  like a fre ig h t tra in  
th ro u g h  a tu n n e l. Y ou n e v e r k n o w  w h e re  y o u 'll  lan d . Y ou m ig h t becom e 
p a r t  of th e  ocean , a lake, o r ev en  a river. M aybe  y o u 'll  be  a ra in d ro p  th a t 
h its  th e  la n d  a n d  h e lp s  th e  g rass  g ro w  o r h e lp s  trees g row . You can  be a 
r a in d ro p  th a t h e lp s  o r a ra in d ro p  th a t do es n o th in g .
by  C ody  Seaboy
R ain
R ain  has n o  p a in . It d o e sn 't  ev en  sta in . A s I w a tch  it fall, it rem in d s  
m e  of a b ro k e n  c h an d e lie r , b u t  ra in  d o e sn 't  sh a tte r  it ju s t  sp la tte rs . As I sit 
o n  m y  p o rc h  w a tch in g , w o n d e r in g  w h e n  th e  ra in  w ill ro ll off the  leaf.
by  D en a  C olhoff
Star
S tar h ig h  in  the  sky, b u rn in g  b rig h t 
T he su n  is co m in g  u p  
A t d a w n , a re  y o u  scared  to b u rn  
R igh t o u t of the  n igh t?
by  Joyce B uckm an
T he B lack S k y
T he sky is b lack  w ith  s ta rs  th a t seem  so close, the  w in d  w ill b low  its 
w ay . T he  sky  is b lack  a n d  th e  m o o n  is b rig h t a n d  e v e ry th in g  is ju s t righ t.
by  K iri H am m o ck
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T im e o f D ay
I t 's  a lw ay s  fu n  to  th in k  a b o u t y o u r  fav o rite  th in g s . In  m y 
c la ssro o m , ev e ry  k id  h a d  a chance  to th in k  a b o u t th e  p o r tio n  of th e  d ay  
th a t  th ey  en joy  m ost. W h a t w a s  im m e d ia te ly  in te re s tin g  to  m e w ith  th is 
ac tiv ity  w a s  th e  a lm o st u n a n im o u s  look  to  n a tu re  of m y  s tu d e n ts  in  th e ir 
e ffo rt to  a rticu la te  an  affection  for a specific tim e  of day .
R arely  d id  m y  s tu d e n ts  cen te r th e ir w ritin g  a ro u n d  p lay in g  v id eo  
g am es, w a tc h in g  m ov ies, o r ta lk in g  o n  th e  p h o n e , all th in g s  they  love  to 
d o  w ith  u n s tru c tu re d  tim e. N o t ev en  th e  p eo p le  th ey  a re  w ith  a t d iffe ren t 
tim es th ro u g h o u t a d a y  s to o d  in  the  m a in  sp o tlig h t of th e ir  sen tences. In 
g en era l, th e  k id s  w e re  m o re  d ra w n  to  ex p re ss  th e ir  c o m m u n io n  w ith  the 
n a tu ra l  w o rld  a t th e ir  ch o sen  tim e  a n d  th e n  p e rh a p s  su p p le m e n t th a t 
ex p erien ce  w ith  o th e r  b en efits  re la te d  to  w h a t h a p p e n s  a t n ig h t, m o rn in g , 
o r a fte rn o o n .
D aw n
D a w n  is m y  b est tim e  of d ay  b ecau se  th e  c lo u d s  a n d  sky are  like 
m ix ed  p a in t. T he su n  sh in es  th ro u g h  th e  m ix ed  p a in t, try in g  to keep  m e 
w a rm . D a w n  is so p re tty , nice, a n d  peacefu l. Y ou c a n 't  h e a r  a n y th in g  b u t 
th e  b ird s  o u t s ing ing .
by  Joyce B uckm an
Su nrise  M orn in g
S u n rise  m o rn in g . I like the  p u rp le  o ran g e  su n rise . T he w ay  the  d ew  
d ro p s  off th e  leav es o n  th e  b ran c h es  a n d  o n to  y o u r  law n  a n d  po rch . T he 
w a y  th e  m o rn in g  m is t flow s in  th e  air. T he p u rp le  c lo u d s , th e  fro st on  the  
w in d o w s . H a lf  o f th e  o ran g e  su n , th e  n ice  cool b reeze .
by  E u g en e  G iago
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D aw n
T he d a w n  is v e ry  b e au tifu l w ith  p ink , d a rk  b lue , a n d  yellow  all 
s p re a d in g  like w a te rco lo rs . It is th e  b eg in n in g  of a n e w  day , a n ew  life, a 
ch an ce  to  s ta r t o v e r again . D a w n  is a lso  so m e th in g  u n d esc rib ab le , a 
p ro m ise  th a t th e re  w ill be  c o n tin u o u s  life, as long  as th a t s ta r  rises in  the  
sky.
by  C a rm e n  Found
W ak in g  U p
D a w n  is like  a n e w b o rn  bab y  b o rn  each  a n d  every  day . Y ou aw ake  
to  fre sh  sm e llin g  dew . B irds c h irp in g  fo r th e  b e au tifu l d ay  G od  gave us, as 
if th ey  w e re  an g e ls  s in g in g  to  b less u s all day .
by  C h a n d a  T h o m p so n
Bright D aw n
B righ t d a w n  is b e au tifu l w h e n  th e  su n  a n d  h ills  overlap . A n d  it is 
co lo rfu l w ith  red , o ran g e , a n d  yellow . T he b e a u tifu l ye llow  su n  com es up .
by  C a n d id a  Bagola
C olorfu l T w ilig h t
S h in in g  co lo rfu l tw ilig h t s ta r tin g  w ith  a su n se t, lig h tin g  th e  sky on  
fire. T h en  th e  s liv e r of a m o o n  d o u se s  th e  fire in  a cool b lu e  m ist. T he first 
s ta rs  sp a rk le  like d ia m o n d s  a n d  a g en tle  b reeze  m ak es the  trees dance , 
ru s tl in g  th e ir  leaf ta m b o u rin e s  as 1 w a lk  T iger in  th e  field.
by  A m y  G ro en in g
P layfu l E ven ing
T he p lay fu l e v e n in g  is a d a rk  b lu e  sky  o u tlin e d  by  p u rp le . T he 
p e o p le  a re  a t one  p lace  in  d iffe ren t tim es as 1 ru n  a ro u n d  p lay in g  
b ask e tb a ll. P eo p le  a re  w a lk in g  u n d e r  th e  b e au tifu l ev en in g . P eop le  are  
ta lk in g  b e fo re  th e  d a rk e n e d  sky.
by  Jessie  S tar C om es O u t
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Su n set
S u n se t is a p eacefu l tim e of day , u n lik e  D a w n  b u s tlin g  a ro u n d  w ith  
th e  co lo rs of h e r  ro b es a n d  the  b ird s  tw itte rin g  in  h e r  ha ir. T he cool 
m o rn in g  b reeze , n o  m a tte r  h o w  h o t th e  day , ru fflin g  th e  b ro k en  p ieces of 
silence.
S u n se t is ca lm  a n d  peacefu l, s te p p in g  so ftly  u p  u n til y o u  k n o w  
sh e 's  th e re . S ilencing  th e  w o rld  w ith  a s low ly  sp re a d in g  b lan k e t of 
tw ilig h t, tu ck in g  it in  for th e  n ig h t. S u n se t is there , a lw ay s, so m e th in g  to 
h o ld  o n  to  a fte r a h a rd  u n e x p ec te d  day.
G a th e r in g  u p  th e  p ieces of b ro k en  silence, p u ttin g  th em  to g e th e r 
w ith  w isp s  of so ft co lo red  c loud . W atch in g  tw ilig h t c re ep  in  an d  th en  
s lip p in g  aw ay  b e fo re  y o u  k n o w  sh e 's  gone, leav in g  soft sp o ts  o f color, he r 
fo o tp rin ts , in  h e r  w ake.
by  A linéa  G ro en in g
Starry N ig h t
1 p ic tu re  m y se lf in  th e  sky  w ith  w in g s fly ing , see ing  ro ses p ass  by, 
lo o k in g  d o w n  on  ev ery o n e , w a tch in g  over like an  angel.
by  Jenna  T apio
N ig h t
N ig h t is m y  sa n c tu a ry  fro m  th e  w o rld . W h en  e v e ry th in g  is in  peace  
a n d  th e  re s t  of th e  w o rld  is asleep . W hen  th e  c re a tu re s  o f th e  n ig h t com e 
o u t a n d  th e  s ta rs  sh o w  u p . T he m o o n  d im m e r th a n  th e  su n , b u t e n o u g h  to 
see th ro u g h  th e  d a rk n ess . M y favo rite  p a r t  of the  day , o r sh o u ld  1 say  
n ig h t.
by  K iri H am m o ck
N ig h t
M y fav o rite  tim e  is n ig h t to  w a tch  the  s ta rs  com e o u t a n d  sp a rk le  
like  C h ris tm a s  lig h ts  a n d  th e  m o o n  as it g lim m ers  th ro u g h  th e  n ig h t sky 
as if it w e re  a lig h t u n d e rn e a th  the  ocean.
by  B ran d o n  Lacey
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Starry N ig h t
A  s ta rry  n ig h t is a v e ry  nice ev en in g  w h e n  all th e  an im als  are  
a w a k e  a n d  th e  ow ls a n d  b a ts  com e out. T he m o o n  is like  a flash lig h t th a t 
sm ile s  s tra ig h t d o w n  o n  y o u  a n d  if y o u  ta lk  to it, a g u s t o f w in d  w ill go by 
a n d  it w ill ta lk  back  to  you .
by  D an ie lle  M erriva l
S n o w y  N ig h t
A sn o w y  n ig h t is w h e n  m y  fam ily  is a sleep  a n d  the  coyo tes are  
h o w lin g . I see th e  w o rld  th ro u g h  m y  w in d o w  a n d  it looks like a p o la r 
b e a r 's  back . T he s ta rs  a re  b r ig h t a n d  d o g s a re  ru n n in g  a ro u n d .
by  D allas N e lson
N ig h t
N ig h t is d a rk  b u t  p lea san t. It h as  a rh y th m  in  th e  flow  of the  w in d . 
T he sky  is like a c h a n d e lie r  of ligh ts, h igh , h ig h  u p  b e y o n d  the  c louds, 
w h ic h  flo a t like th e y 're  b o a ts  in  w a te r.
by  D ena  C olhoff
Lazy N ig h t
A  lazy  n ig h t is a tim e  w h e n  y o u 're  lay in g  d o w n  lo o k in g  u p  a t the  
sky , h o p in g  y o u  w ill see a fa lling  s ta r  o r w ish in g  y o u  w ill go  so m ed ay  an d  
en joy  th e  b e a u ty  of th e  c lo u d s  c o v erin g  th e  E arth .
by  C u rtis  R ed O w l
N ig h t
N ig h t is w h e n  th e  s ta rs  com e o u t in th e  b lack  sky  above, a n d  all the  
little  k id s  go  to  b ed . So all the  c razy  teen s a n d  p e o p le  com e o u t in to  the  
n ig h t, to  la u g h  a n d  fig h t th e  w h o le  lo n g  n ig h t. T hen , a t su n rise , a d ram a tic  
c h a n g e  occu rs  a n d  all th e  p eo p le  go in  to  w a it fo r n ig h t to  fall again .
by  K ay la  M a tth e w s
26
Starlight N ig h t
I like n ig h t b ecau se  it 's  all b r ig h t 
a n d  y o u  see y o u rse lf  in  th e  n igh t.
T he o th e r p eo p le  a re  fast asleep , 
the  little  c re a tu re s  in  th e  n ig h t a re  h a lf  a w ak e  
c ra w lin g  a t the  s ta r lig h t b r ig h t n ight!
by  L o rra in e  L ittle
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W orld
W ith o u t a d o u b t, I fo u n d  m y  s tu d e n ts  a t R ed  C lo u d  to  be  keen  
o b se rv e rs  of th e  h a p p e n in g s  in  the  w o rld  a ro u n d  them . T heir basic  
k n o w le d g e  of n a tu re 's  rh y th m s a n d  p h e n o m e n a , as w e ll as the  freq u en cy  
w ith  w h ich  th ey  co m m en t u p o n  su ch  m atte rs , is n o te w o rth y  a n d  q u ite  
e v id e n t in  th is  v o lu m e . E ven  m o re  in te re s tin g  to m e a re  m y  s tu d e n ts ' 
re flec tio n s  u p o n  th e ir  o b se rv a tio n s  in  th e  o u td o o rs . O ften , the  k id s ' p r io r  
ex p erien c es  w ith  a sp ec ts  of th e  E a rth 's  liv in g  cycle p ro v id e d  th em  w ith  a 
fo u n d a tio n  for m a k in g  s ta te m e n t's  a b o u t to d a y 's  w o rld . T he p recocious 
in s ig h t of m y  s tu d e n ts ' c o m m en ta ry  a n d  th e  co n v ic tio n  w ith  w h ich  it w as 
a r tic u la te d  m ay  s te m  d irec tly  fro m  a v e ry  d e ep  m u tu a l re la tio n sh ip  w ith  
n a tu re , u n d e rs to o d  a n d  re sp e c te d  by  th e  L ako ta  as U nci M aka, 
G ra n d m o th e r  E arth .
S u n set and Stars
S u n se t is like  G o d  reach in g  o u t a n d  h e a lin g  all th a t is sick.
S ta rs  a re  the  b e a m in g  m a d n e ss  b ro u g h t o u t to  all th e  m essed  u p  w orld . 
S u n se t is b e au tifu l co lors se ttlin g  on  th e  h o rizo n  
w a itin g  for th e  w a tch e rs  to  com e out.
S ta rs a re  the  w a tc h e rs  th a t look  u p o n  us a n d  see n o th in g  w ill h a p p e n  to
you.
S u n se t a n d  s ta rs  a re  like I w ish  I co u ld  live  a n d  look  a t it as a lan d scap e .
by  T y ler Seaboy
W hat the C lou d s are S ay in g
T he c lo u d s  a re  say in g  Tm  tire d  of look ing  d o w n  on  th is  sick, sad  w o rld  
w ith  p e o p le  k illing , h a v in g  bab ies, a n d  v io lence.
1 w ish  I co u ld  see a b e tte r  to m o rro w .
T he c lo u d s  a re  sad , it 's  g o n n a  ra in .
T he w o rld  is all p a in  like a s ta in  th a t c a n 't  w a sh  out.
I w ish  th e re 's  a b e tte r  to m o rro w , all I feel is so rro w .
I 'm  n o t h a p p y  w ith  all th is  g o ss ip  a n d  v io lence.
I 'm  g o n n a  close m y  eyes so 1 can  d rif t aw ay .
by  K ristie  T apio
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N ature
T he sky  is m y  m o m  w a tch in g  o v e r m e.
T he w a te r  is m y  m em o rie s  to be.
N a tu re  is m y  h o m e  a n d  fam ily .
Im ages in  n a tu re  p u t  m y  g am e  to a h ig h e r level.
by  D errick  M cC auley
C enter o f the W orld
I w a s  lo o k in g  in to  th e  sky  a t a m o u n ta in  th in k in g  on ly  tim e cou ld  
d e s tro y  it. I c lim b ed  to  th e  top , fro m  th e re  I co u ld  see the  ocean  w ith  
w a v e s  g en tly  w a sh in g  o v e r th e  shore . I c o u ld  see th e  se ttin g  sun , in  tim e  it 
w o u ld  be  d a rk . For n o w  it is light. I s ta n d  u p  h e re  sm e llin g  the  sw ee t b risk  
m o u n ta in  air. W h en  I s ta n d  here , I k n o w  1 am  in th e  cen te r of the  w orld .
by  D av id  W olfe
R ain b ow s
1 th in k  ra in b o w s  a re  a circle of ligh t, ra in b o w s a re  ju s t so b righ t.
I th in k  ra in b o w s a re  ju st th e re  a fte r it ra in s  to  sh o w  it ge ts calm er. 
R a in b o w s re m in d  m e of th e  su m m er.
R a in b o w s m ak e  m e th in k  of m y  D ad  
a n d  th a t 's  w h e n  1 g e t m ad , a n d  th en  1 s ta r t fee ling  sad.
I th in k  ra in b o w s a re  ju s t a h a lf  circle th a t is co lo rfu l, a circle th a t is pa in fu l.
by  A sh ley  Sully
R ose
soft a n d  de lica te  
b lo o m in g  w ith  b eau ty  
flo a tin g  in  s ta rs
by  Jen n a  T ap io
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spring
S p rin g  is w h e n  y o u  catch  som e g o o d  bass. S p rin g  is w h e n  it s ta rts  
to  ra in . S p rin g  is w h e n  all th e  b e rrie s  s ta r t to  sw eet. S p rin g  is w h e n  it gets 
so  h o t  th a t ro a d s  s ta r t  to  d ry  up .
by  OJ T w o  Bulls
A  S eed  is N e w  Life
A sing le  seed  g ro w s a n d  becom es a tree  fo r c h ild re n  to  p lay  on  a n d  
clim b. A  seed  p la n ts  th e  g rass  th a t th e  d e e r a n d  rab b its  ru n  on. A  little  
seed  p la n ts  a fo rest. A  s ing le  seed  g rew  th e  w h o le  w o rld . A  sing le  seed  
g ro w s  a n d  ra ises  each  h u m a n  or an im al.
by  K athy  M cL augh lin  
W hat the R oses are S ay in g
W h at th e  ro ses  a re  say in g  c a n n o t be  h e a rd  th ro u g h  voice 
B ut th ro u g h  b e a u ty  as y o u  w a tch  th e  ra in  slip  
F ro m  its p e ta ls  a n d  h a n g  fro m  its edges.
by  D en a  C olhoff 
D ream s o f the Trees
D re am  a b o u t fly in g  a n d  b e in g  ab le  to  w a lk  a ro u n d  a n d  be free! 
B eing  p ro u d  to  be  h e re  fo r us, o u r  air. B eing h e re  fo r ev e ry  b re a th  of life, 
k n o w in g  th ey  a re  th e  rea so n  for o u r  life.
by  T ia C atches 
L ook in g  at C lou d s
O n e  w a y  of lo o k in g  a t a c lo u d  is as a so ft p illo w  th a t y o u  c a n 't  
s leep  on . A  c lo u d  is like a b u n c h  of sp rin k le s  h o o k e d  to g e th e r  to m ak e  a 
s to rm . A  c lo u d  is like  d ra w in g  y o u r  fam ily , w a rm  a n d  com fo rtab le . 
A lw a y s  th e re  w h e n  y o u  n e e d  to be w a rm  a n d  co m fo rtab le . E very  sp rin k le  
in  a  c lo u d  is e v e ry  p e rs o n 's  love for G od , a n d  H e  d id n 't  h a v e  ro o m  for all 
o f th is  love, so  H e  m a d e  c louds.
by  D an ie lle  M erriv a l
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N ature
I w a lk  o u t in to  th e  open , n e v e r d re a m in g  of w h a t I 'd  see. I sa t on  a 
tree  a n d  saw  M o th e r N a tu re  c ry in g  to m e. W hen  I lo o k ed  a ro u n d , 1 knew  
th e  p a in  She felt. A ll the  trees lifeless o n  th e  g ro u n d . She cries a n d  asks 
m e, "H o w ?"  She c o n tin u e d , " I t 's  gone. I h a d  to  say  g o o d b y e  to m y  grass, 
trees , a n d  little  an im als , too. T his w a s  once b e au tifu l a n d  I w as h a p p y , b u t 
n o w  I feel like y o u ."
by  L arissa  Ross
R ain b ow s
R ain b o w s com e a fte r the  rain . T hey  a re  b e au tifu l in  m an y  w ays.
T hey  h a v e  p in k s, ye llow s, o ranges, a n d  reds.
1 look  a t th e m  u n til th ey  all go to  th e ir  beds.
I k n o w  th ey  a re  as b e a u tifu l as can  be. F ro m  as far as 1 can  see.
I w o u ld  love  to  w a tc h  th em  d ay  a n d  n igh t.
1 w o u ld  like to  to u ch  th e m  if I cou ld .
B ut on ly  G o d  can  d o  tha t.
by  C h ris tin a  C o rd ie r 
It's P eacefu l in  the C ountry
In  the  c o u n try , it 's  peacefu l. T he b ird s  c h irp  a lo t a n d  m ak e  m usic. 
T he w in d  b lo w s like a sm o o th  w a v e  of th e  ocean . T he h o rse s  a n d  cattle  
ru n  w ild  a n d  free. It is a lso  p eacefu l b ecau se  ev e ry o n e  g e ts  a long . W hen  
th e  w in d  b low s, th e  w e e d s  sw ay . W h en  th e  su n  sh ines, e v e ry th in g  g low s.
by  B lue D a w n  L ittle
Sum m er
E v e ry th in g  b loom s. D azz lin g  co lo rs ex p lo d e  acro ss a g reen  
m e a d o w . L ittle  b ab y  a n im a ls  ro a m  w ith  th e ir  p a re n ts . L ots of m em o rie s  
co m e  b ack  to h a u n t  a n d  lin g e r of su m m e rs  past. M usic  b e in g  b la re d  across 
a to w n . T ra sh  can s e x p lo d in g . F irew o rk s g o in g  off. T h en  a little  q u ie te r, 
b u t  n o t m u ch . S till fu ll of fu n  a n d  h a p p in e ss . T h en  it s lip s  in to  fall. T h a t's  
w h e re  th e  s to ry  en d s.
by  C a rm e n  Found
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E m otions o f M isery
T here  w e re  c o u n tless  occasions w h e n  w e  ex p lo re d  th e  sub ject of 
e m o tio n s  in  m y  c la ssro o m  o v er th e  th ree  years. O n ly  a sca tte red  few  tim es 
d id  th e  k id s  p ro d u c e  a n y th in g  of su b s tan ce  th a t w as  exp lic itly  a b o u t 
p o s itiv e  fee lings. A few  re p re se n ta tio n s  of th is  se lect g ro u p  of w ritin g s  
o p e n  th is  c h ap te r. It seem s m y  s tu d e n ts  w ere  m u ch  b e tte r  a t rev ea lin g  
th e ir  joys a n d  h o p e s  in  a ss ig n m en ts  th a t w e re  n o t specifically  a b o u t th a t 
top ic .
W h en  it c am e  to  focusing  on  em o tio n s  of lo n e lin ess  a n d  fear, 
h o w e v e r, the  w ritin g  cam e a live  a n d  rea lly  c o m m a n d e d  th e  a tten tio n  of 
th e  re a d e r. T he p o ig n an c y  in  th ese  se lec tions rea lly  com es from  th e ir 
o rig in  in  th e  rea lity  o f th e  k id s ' lives. R arely  d id  I rece ive  an  ab strac t 
d e sc r ip tio n  of a feeling , th e  w o rd s  h e re  com e d irec tly  fro m  the  h e a r t of 
experience .
A s ig n ifican t d e v e lo p m e n t o ccu rred  w h e n  I cam e u p o n  an  
a ss ig n m e n t th a t in c o rp o ra te d  L an g sto n  H u g h e s ' las t p u b lish e d  w ork . 
B lack M ise ry . In  th is  c h ild re n 's  sty le  book , H u g h e s  sp e ak s  a b o u t the  
e x p erien ce  of race  in  th is  c o u n try  a n d  u tilize s  th e  w o rd  "m ise ry "  as a 
f ra m e w o rk  for d e a lin g  w ith  rac ism  a n d  its a sso c ia ted  em o tions. T his 
fra m e w o rk  of m ise ry  a n d  H u g h e s ' a rticu la tio n  of rea l life as a b lack  
p e rs o n  o p e n e d  m y  s tu d e n ts  in  w ay s th a t I th in k  w e re  b o th  h e a lth y  a n d  
p ie rc in g ly  honest.
U n fo rtu n a te ly , th e re  w as an  a lm o st u n a n im o u s  id en tific a tio n  w ith  
in c id e n ts  o f p re ju d ic e  a m o n g  m y s tu d e n ts . T he w o rd  m ise ry  seem ed  to 
se rv e  as an  effective  v eh ic le  to  w rite  a b o u t th ese  in c id en ts  a n d  o th e r  
p a in fu l tru th s . O n  th e  d a y s  w h e n  w e  w o rk e d  on  th is  a ss ig n m en t, the  
s tu d e n ts ' faces a n d  w o rd s  o ften  g lo w e d  w ith  a se rio u s  in ten sity  th a t spoke  
lo u d ly .
Laughter
W h at is lau g h te r?  Is it th e  m o m e n t b e tw e e n  rea lity  a n d  in san ity  or 
is it th e  tru e  w a y  to  ex p re ss  y o u rse lf  fro m  all th e  to r tu re  y o u  e n d u re d  as a 
ch ild  a n d  y o u  look  a t y o u r  p a s t a n d  all y o u  see  a re  ra z o r  b lades.
by  R yan  R oss
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Love
W h en  I th in k  of love, I see a w a te rfa ll o v e rflo w in g  w ith  flow ers, a 
flow erfa ll. 1 a lso  th in k  of tw o  p e o p le  b e in g  h a p p y  to g e th er. I see doves, 
eag les , a n d  th e  co lo r w h ite . D oves fo r th e  lo n g  lo st love, an  eag le  fo r tw o  
p e o p le  to  rea ch  th e  h e ig h t, a n d  w h ite  for th e  innocence.
by  S h a ro n  T obacco 
W here the Love G oes
I k n o w  w h e re  th e  love goes! T hey  say  th e  love goes in  th e  heart. 
W h en  y o u  like o r love  som eone , su ch  as fam ily , it goes in  y o u r  h eart. L ike 
w h e n  I love  m y  p a re n ts . 1 h a d  th is  experience  a n d  it tu rn e d  in to  the  
th o u g h t in  m y  m in d  a n d  th e  sm ile  o r la u g h  o n  m y face a n d  in  m y  voice. 
T h a t 's  w h e re  th e  love  goes!
by  B lue D a w n  L ittle
Love
B oats sa ilin g  aw ay  fo rev e r a n d  ever. T hey  n e v er s top , a lw ay s sailing .
B eing lost, a lo n e  a n d  h a p p y .
T o g e th e r fo rev e r a n d  a lw ay s  in  peace.
by  T ia C atches
P ain and P leasure
P a in  is w h e n  y o u  lose so m eb o d y .
P le a su re  is w h e n  y o u  en joy  so m e th in g .
P a in  is w h e n  y o u  a w ak e  in  a v e ry  b r ig h t p lace.
P le a su re  is w h e n  y o u  p o p  c h am p ag n e , like w in n in g  th e  c h am p io n sh ip .
P a in  is w h e n  y o u  a re  sick o r g e t p u t  in  the  g ro u n d .
P leasu re  is m ak in g  a ll-state .
P a in  is w h e n  y o u  h a v e  can cer a n d  w h e n  y o u  a w ak e  y o u  th in k  it 's  all a
d ream , b u t  y o u 're  s tu ck  w ith  it.
P leasu re  is ro m an c e  o r a tru e  love.
P a in  is w h e n  y o u  g o t a g u n  to  y o u r  h ead .
P leasu re  is like a red  ro se  a n d  a fern .
by  T y ler Seaboy
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L on elin ess
L oneliness h as n o  fee ling  fo r you , no  one  h as an y  love  fo r y o u  or 
th ey  leav e  w h e n  y o u  w a n t th e m  near. L oneliness is w h a t com es from  the  
ra in c lo u d s , th e  c loset, the  d a rk n ess . It com es fro m  b e h in d  a n d  c reep s u p  
w h e n  y o u  a re  u n a w a re  of it. L oneliness can  find  y o u  an y tim e , n o  m a tte r  
w h e re  y o u  are.
L oneliness is w h e n  y o u 're  all a lone  in  a q u ie t d a rk  place, th e n  you  
s ta r t  h e a r in g  vo ices of those  w h o  w ere  w ith  y o u  th e  d a y  before . I t 's  a 
fee lin g  th a t 's  sh a rp  as a kn ife  in  y o u r  h eart, it m akes y o u r  m in d  go b lank , 
a n d  y o u r  th ro a t h u r t  w h e n  y o u  feel like cry ing . It to r tu re s  y o u  w h e n  y ou  
d o n 't  c ry  b ecau se  y o u  can 't.
by  S te p h an ie  Sully
L on elin ess
A tim e of sad n ess  
A tim e  aw ay  from  y o u r  fam ily  
A tim e for b e in g  h u r t  
I th in k  th is  is b e in g  a lone  in  a d a rk  valley  
F ee ling  lo st in  a n o th e r  w o rld  b u t  still in  th e  sam e 
Y o u 're  a lo n e  in  a d a rk  d a rk  p lace  w ith  o n ly  y ou  
a n d  so m e  k in d  of an im al no  one  k n o w s a b o u t b u t  y ou  
A tim e fo r b e in g  sca red
by  A lisha  P a tto n
L o n elin ess
L oneliness is b e in g  a b ird  w ith o u t fea thers . L oneliness is a p a r t  of 
g ro w in g  u p . It is h a rd  if y o u  a re  v e ry  social. E v ery b o d y  n e e d s  loneliness. 
S o m e tim es lo n e lin ess  h e lp s  y o u  if y o u 're  a w rite r. L o n elin ess  h e lp s  
s tre n g th e n  th e  sou l.
by  T am i M a tth e w s
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L on elin ess
L oneliness is like b e in g  in  a w h ite  ro o m  re a d y  to  p u ll th e ir  h a ir  o u t 
th e y  feel so b a d  in side . T hey  w a n t to  yell as lo u d  as th ey  cou ld . T hey  w ish  
y o u  c o u ld  see th e m  in  th e ir eyes. T heir d ay  is th e  sam e, th ey  ju st w a n t a 
life again .
by  B ran d o n  S chreiner
L on elin ess
L o n elin ess  is ro llin g  y o u rse lf  in to  a ball a n d  g o ing  far aw ay  from  anyone, 
so if y o u 're  a lone  a t least it w ill be  by  choice.
L oneliness is b e in g  by  y o u rse lf  in  a ro o m  full of peop le .
L oneliness is h a lf a p o ck e t th a t c a n 't  h o ld  an y th in g .
L o n elin ess  is y e llin g  a t the  top  of y o u r  lu n g s a n d  n o  one  h ea rin g  you .
L oneliness is h a tin g  an y o n e  w h o  isn 't.
L oneliness is tu rn in g  inv isib le , s low ly  a n d  p a in fu lly .
b y  A linéa  G ro en in g
Fear
C old  a n d  lost 
Q u ie t a n d  d a rk  
Click, click a n d  sn a p  
N ig h t m o o n  
A re fear
by  T ia C atches
Fear
W h en  I see fear, I h o ld  m yse lf to g e th er, fo rg e t a b o u t it. I say  
to m o rro w 's  a n o th e r  day . Fear m akes m e w a n t to  cry, cry  because  I 'm  
sca red  of w h a t w ill h a p p e n  o r w h a t p eo p le  w ill d o  o r w h a t p eo p le  w ill 
say.
F ear is like b e in g  a lone, n o  one  to see o r ta lk  to. L ay ing  in  y o u r  bed , 
ju s t lay in g  th e re  th in k in g  a b o u t a n y th in g  o r e v e ry th in g , ju s t w a itin g  to 
fad e  a w a y  as th e  su n se t fad es in  the  even ing .
by  K ristie  T ap io
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D estruction
T ear u p  th e  p h o n e  b o o k  
a n d  leave  th e  p ieces o n  th e  floor 
th e n  d ec id e  to  b u rn  th em  in stead , 
scribb le  o n  m y d o o r 
w ith  a  b lack  m ark e r 
d ro p  so m e th in g  g lass 
o u t a w in d o w  
a n d  p lay  th e  so u n d  ag a in  
in  y o u r  h ead , over a n d  over.
by  A linéa  G ro en in g
M isery  is
M isery  is w h e n  y o u  go to  ea t so m e w h ere  a n d  tw o  o ld  w h ite  p eo p le  
a re  w a tc h in g  y o u . M isery  is w h e n  y o u  go to b u y  food  a n d  th ey  ch arg e  you  
ex tra . M isery  is w h e n  y o u  w a lk  d o w n  the  s tre e t a n d  th e re 's  an  In d ian  an d  
a w h ite  p e rso n  fig h tin g  a n d  y o u  k n o w  th ere  w o n 't  be  p eace  b e tw een  the  
tw o . M isery  is w h e n  y o u  w a tch  TV a n d  see all th e  co w b o y s k illing  all the  
In d ian s . M isery  is w h e n  p e o p le  th in k  In d ian s  scalp  ev ery o n e . M isery  is 
g o in g  to  a p lace  a n d  e v e ry o n e  w a tch es  ev ery  m o v e  y o u  m ake.
by  JJ W ilson
In d ian  M isery
In d ia n  m ise ry  is w h e n  so m eb o d y  takes y o u r  land .
In d ia n  m ise ry  is w h e n  so m eb o d y  kills y o u r  friends.
In d ia n  m ise ry  is w h e n  y o u r  p e o p le  tu rn  a g a in s t you .
In d ia n  m ise ry  is b e in g  s laves to  peo p le .
In d ia n  m ise ry  is b e in g  locked  u p  in  jail.
In d ia n  m ise ry  is p e o p le  k illing  y o u r  food  for m oney .
In d ia n  m ise ry  is figh ting . In d ia n  m ise ry  is n o  peace.
In d ia n  m ise ry  is w h e n  y o u  g e t k illed . In d ia n  m ise ry  is if y o u  lose th e  fight.
by  A n d re w  H e rm a n
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M isery
M isery  is liv in g  in  a fascist w o rld  w h e re  y o u  h a v e  to believe  in  one 
th in g  a n d  b e lieve  in  so m eo n e  or y o u  go to  "H ell" . M isery  is be ing  a fra id  
to  b e liev e  in  w h a t y o u  be lieve  to  be  true . M isery  is b e in g  ye lled  a t all the  
tim e. M isery  is b e in g  a fra id  of som eone  b ig g er th a n  you . M isery  is be ing  
so m e o n e  y o u  h a te  be ing . M isery  is b eco m in g  so m eo n e  else. M isery  is 
b e in g  ju d g e d  o n  w h a t y o u  look like. M isery  is b e in g  h a te d  fo r be ing  
y o u rse lf  a n d  n o t th e  pe rfec t little  an g el th ey  try  to  m o ld  y o u  in to .
by  K iri H am m o ck
S till I Cry
T hey  a lw ay s tre a t m e like th e  d irt. L ike T m  som e k in d  of beast. 
T hey  b e a t on  m e a n d  d o n 't  tre a t m e  righ t.
So still 1 a lw ay s cry.
1 say  T m  th e  w in d  a n d  T m  th e  d u st. 1 w a tch  the  eag les fly.
T hey  say  T m  ju s t a  savage.
So still 1 cry.
T hey  p u t  m e in  a jail cell a n d  lau g h  a t m y  b a re  feet.
1 d id n 't  d o  a n y th in g  w ro n g , they  all ju s t h a te  m e.
Still 1 cry.
1 cry  a t th e ir  lig h t sk in , th e ir  w rin k le d  faces a n d  evil eyes.
Still 1 cry.
1 risk  m y  life fo r one  of them . 1 w ish  th is  rac ism  w ill end .
T hey  sh o o t m e d o w n  a n d  h a n g  m e up .
Still 1 cry.
1 cry  
1 cry  
1 cry  
1 cry
A s I am  left h e re  b o u n d  to  die.
by  K athy  M cL augh lin
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R acism
R acism  is a s tro n g  b u lle t th ro u g h  a p e rs o n 's  h eart. 
R acism  is like a b a n k  w ith  lo ts of u n k in d  w o rd s .
R acism  is like a g u n  in  a c h ild 's  h a n d s , 
lo a d e d  w ith  all the  w o rd s  a dev il w o u ld  say.
by  Ju lian  B ear R u n n er
D esp air
M o st of m y  life is d esp a ir.
I t 's  to  a  p o in t w h e re  I d o n 't  care.
1 c o u ld  ju s t sit a lone  a n d  w a tch  cars go by.
I 'v e  b een  th is  w ay  since th e  d ay  m y  g ra n d fa th e r  d ied .
I 'd  like to  be  like m y  d ad , w h o  is u n a fra id .
H e  is sh a rp e r  th a n  a razo rb lad e .
G iv e  m e a p a p e r  a n d  a p e n
So I c o u ld  w rite  a b o u t m y  life of sin.
I feel like b e a tin g  d o w n  so m eo n e  w ith  a cha ir 
Ju s t to g e t r id  of th is d esp a ir.
by  W alk er T h o m p so n
R ecip e for D esp a ir
If y o u  w a n t to  feel sad , th in k  of all th e  w o r ld 's  p ro b lem s 
T h a t'll m ak e  y o u  m ad .
If y o u  rea lly  w a n t to  feel d o w n , look  a t all the  tra sh  in tow n. 
T h in k  of all p o llu tio n  a n d  say  to you rse lf, th e re  is no  so lu tion .
A n d  ju s t lis ten  to th is.
A ll o v e r th e  w o rld  th e re  is a lo t of p re jud ice .
T h in k  of all th is  if y ou  d o n 't  w a n n a  feel g lad  
If y o u  w a n n a  feel h a p p y  th a t 's  ju s t too  bad .
by D u s ty  N elson
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Pain
P a in  is a feeling . P a in  is so s tro n g , y o u  h av e  to s tru g g le  to  keep  it 
in sid e . P a in  is a fr ien d  w h o  is a n n o y in g  a n d  w o n 't  leave  y o u  alone. Pain  
c an  te a r  y o u  a p a r t  a n d  p u t  y o u  back  to g e th er. P a in  is essen tia l to be ing  
s tro n g . P a in  is a n  ally. N o t an  enem y . T h an k  y o u  p a in  fo r b e in g  th e re  
w h e n  no  one  e lse  w a s  there . P a in  is m y  friend .
by  C a rm e n  F o u rd
Cry
C ry  m ak es m e  th in k  of w ak es a n d  fu n era ls . Its like y o u 're  tra p p e d  
in s id e  a sm all ro o m  a n d  y o u  c a n 't  b rea the . So y o u  cry. W h en  y ou  a re  
h e lp less , y o u  cry.
I t 's  like y o u 're  s ittin g  a t a w ak e  a n d  y o u 're  c ry in g  a n d  y ou  c a n 't  do  
a n y th in g . L ike a kn ife  k eep s  stab b in g  in  y o u r  h eart, o v e r a n d  over. You 
look  a ro u n d  a n d  e v e ry o n e  is c ry ing . Y our h e a d  is tu rn in g  a n d  y o u  feel 
like g o in g  u p  to  th e  coffin  a n d  w a k in g  th e  p e rso n  u p , b u t  it feels like y o u r 
legs a re  tied  d o w n  to  th e  chair.
by  Jeann ie  T ru eb lo o d
M isery
M isery  is w h e n  y o u  a lw ay s seem  to be g e ttin g  d re s se d  in  b lack  to 
go  to  a fu n era l.
M ise ry  is w h e n  y o u  ge t th e re  a n d  rea lize  th a t th e  p e rso n  w h o  is 
d e a d  is a n o th e r  close friend .
M ise ry  is w h e n  y o u  look  a ro u n d  a n d  all y o u r  fr ien d s  a re  cry ing .
M isery  is w h e n  y o u  h e a r th em  say  th ey 'll  try  to  s to p  a n d  s tay  aw ay  
fro m  th is  stuff.
M isery  is w h e n  the  nex t d ay  y o u  see th em  sto ck in g  u p  in W hite  
C lay  for a p a rty  soon  to com e.
M isery  is w h e n  y ou  h e a r the  s iren s a n d  y o u  h a v e  to  sit a n d  w o n d e r  
w h o se  fu n e ra l y o u 'll  be  a tte n d in g  for the  nex t few  days.
M isery  is w h e n  y o u  rea lize  th ey 'll  n e v e r  s to p  a n d  y o u 'll  a lw ay s  be 
c h o o sin g  b lack  c lo th in g  fo r th e  n ex t day .
by  K ayla M a tth ew s
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A n im als
A n im als  a re  a n  in te g ra l p a r t  of life o n  th e  re se rv a tio n . O f cou rse , all 
o f m y  s tu d e n ts  h a v e  b een  e d u c a te d  a b o u t th e  tim e  w h e n  th e  L ako ta  
p e o p le  a ch iev e d  a h a rm o n y  w ith  n a tu re  a n d  w h e n  an im als , p a rticu la rly  
th e  b u ffa lo , p ro v id e d  for all th e ir p h y sica l n eed s . In d ia n  k id s  to d ay  
rec o g n ize  th a t su c h  an  idy llic  re la tio n sh ip  h as  lo n g  b een  e n d e d  by  m o d e rn  
tech n o lo g y , b u t  th e re  rem a in s  a g e n u in e  re sp ec t a n d  h o n o r  for the  
in h a b ita n ts  of th e  lan d , sea, a n d  sky.
M y s tu d e n ts  live  in  re la tio n sh ip  w ith  a n im a ls  th ro u g h  ap p rec ia tio n , 
p ra y e r , d a n c in g , h u n tin g , rid in g , a n d  th ro u g h  h e a r in g  s to ries  a b o u t the  
sig n ifican ce  of specific  an im als . T he w ritin g s  h e re  reflect th e  basic 
fa sc in a tio n  of m o s t y o u n g  p e o p le  for th e  a p p e a ra n c e  a n d  h ab its  of n a tu ra l 
b e in g s , b u t  a d iffe ren ce  m ay  ex ist in  th e  ex tra  a tte n tio n  m y  s tu d e n ts  give 
to  th e  d e ta ils  of each  a n im a l's  ro le  a n d  its co n n ec tio n  to  h u m an ity .
B u ffa lo
B uffalo  a re  p o w e rfu l a n d  g racefu l a t th e  sam e  tim e. A  bu ffa lo  is like 
a fierce  b u t  b e a u tifu l w in d . It p ro tec ts  its calf like a b u m b le b ee  p ro tec ts  its 
h ive. I t 's  sw ift as a b u tte rfly , b u t  can  s tin g  like a bee. M ore  like a th o u sa n d  
bees. 1 like it b e ca u se  i t 's  im p o rta n t to m y  p e o p le  a n d  it is a lso  b eau tifu l to 
w a tch .
by  G ab e  M eans
the B u ffa lo
1 p ra ise  th e  b u ffa lo  so s tro n g . 1 k ill h im  for food , g o o d  m eat. 1 h u n t 
h im  fo r h is  coat, so  w a rm  so soft. H e is m y  friend .
by  K iri H a m m o c k
W hite B u ffa lo
T he w h ite  b u ffa lo s  a re  say ing , "1 am  th e  G re a t W hite  Buffalo. 1 
w o u ld  go  a n d  ro a m  th e  lan d , th e n  1 w ill go to sleep . S ave  y o u r  life an d  
d o n 't  d ie ."
by  A sh ley  Jones
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A n im al Pow er
A  b u tte rf ly  is like a s ta in e d  g lass w in d o w  fly ing  th ro u g h  the 
air. S p rin k lin g  p o w e rs  o v e r c h ild re n  to  m ak e  th e m  lau g h , h a p p y , a n d  full 
of joy. A  b u tte rf ly  is a q u ie t, y e t g racefu l fly ing  an im al. T he b e au tifu l 
b r ig h t co lo rs o n  its  w in g s  lig h t u p  th e  m o rn in g  sky. It is so delicate; it feels 
like  p o w d e r . Its w o n d e rfu l b o d y  ju s t so a rin g  th ro u g h  th e  air. The 
w o n d e rfu l  b o d y  n o  ch ild  c o u ld  resist. T he a n te n n a s  a re  like tw o  little  
s liv e rs  s tu ck  in  its h ead . T hey  m ak e  y o u  d an ce  a n d  sing. T hey  com e in 
m a n y  sh a p e s  a n d  sizes.
by  A n n a  D iaz
B utterfly
B utte r B u tte r fly fly fly 
C an  y o u  fly u p  in  th e  sky?
D o n 't  tell a lie w h e n  y o u  fly 
U p  in  th e  sky  so h ig h  a n d  b r ig h t 
In  th e  lig h t of th e  n ig h t
H o w  is it to  fly so h ig h  u p  in  th e  sky?
D o y o u  ev er see a p re tty  g u y  
So h ig h  u p  in  th e  sky?
W ill y o u  d ie  so h ig h  u p  in  th e  sky  
In w h ic h  y o u  fly?
by  D ena  C olhoff 
V is io n  o f a B utterfly
I d o n 't  b e liev e  in  god . 1 d o n 't  be lieve  in  th e  dev il. 1 d o n 't  be lieve  in 
g o o d . I d o n 't  b e liev e  in  evil. T he m o st p o w e rfu l th in g  is a b u tte rfly . A 
b u tte rf ly  is g racefu l a n d  delicate . T he m o st p o w e r is fo u n d  in such  a 
frag ile  th in g . B u tte rflies can  m ak e  y o u  e x h a u s te d  a n d  w eak . T hey can  
m a k e  th e  s tro n g e s t d o g  b ecom e as a p u p p y . T hey  can  tease  y o u  w ith  th e ir 
h a p p in e s s  o r m ak e  y o u  h a p p y . T hey  a re  m a d e  of th e  m o st de lica te  item s. 
M in ia tu re  eag le  fea th ers , e v ery  co lor o f the  ra in b o w . L ittle  p la tin u m  
a n te n n a s  th ro u g h  w h ich  th ey  ab so rb  th e  w o r ld 's  in fo rm a tio n . A b u tte rfly  
is th e  m o s t p o w e rfu l a n d  b e au tifu l th in g  an y w h ere .
by  C a rm e n  F o u rd
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D ream s o f the B u tterflies
T he b u tte rflie s  d re a m  of f lu tte rin g  so ftly  in  th e  a ir w ith  th e ir  w in g s 
sp re a d  o u t, in to  th e  su m m e r b reeze . P e rch in g  on  a flow er, th e  b u tte rfly  
rests . She c loses h e r  b e a u tifu l b ro w n  eyes a n d  sleep s peacefu lly .
by  M isty  M erriva l 
W hat the Birds are S ay in g
W h en  I h e a r  th e  b ird s , I th in k  th ey  a re  say ing , w e  h a v e  s ta r te d  a 
n e w  g e n e ra tio n  a n d  w e  w a n t to  p a ss  o n  o u r  k n o w le d g e  to  the  little  ones. 
T h e n  w h e n  th ey  g e t b ig g er, th ey  w ill be  g rea t a n d  v ic io u s  h u n te rs  like  us.
by  B lue D a w n  L ittle 
W hat the Birds are S ay in g
T hey  gav e  m e adv ice . T hey  sa id , "W h en  y o u  go a n d  b ecom e the  
u n d e a d , y o u  fly to  h e a v e n  like m e."
by  L aiken  L essert 
W hat the H orses are S ay in g
T he h o rse s  a re  say ing , th ey  w ill ru n  a ro u n d  th e  w o r ld  in a b ig  
g ro u p . T hey  w ill be  th e  fas test of th e  fas tes t in  th e  w o rld . T hey  ru n  like 
th ey  a re  fly ing . T hey  live  in  th e  b e s t c o u n try . I t 's  ca lled  h o rse la n d  a n d  it 's  
n ice  a n d  cool, n o t too  ho t, n o t too  cold , it 's  ju s t rig h t. T he h o rse s  love 
th in g s  a n d  e v ery o n e , b u t  th ey  h a te  evil.
by  D an i Steele
W olves
A w o lf 's  te e th  a re  like razo rs . W olves a re  sw ift like th e  w in d s . T hey 
a re  q u ie t like a w h isp e r . W olves h a v e  c law s so th ey  can  b rin g  d o w n  their 
p rey . T h e ir  eyes a re  y e llo w  as the  sun .
by  C h ris tin a  C o rd ie r
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D ream  Pet
M y d re a m  p e t is a w h ite  tiger. Big, s tro n g , a n d  p ro u d . It w o u ld  
p ro te c t m e  fro m  b ad . Be loyal to  m e. Its p itch  b lack  s tr ip e s  like ra v e n 's  
fea th e rs . A le rt a n d  fearless. Eyes sh a rp  like d a g g e rs  p ie rc in g  y o u r  heart. 
Yet, he  is gen tle . H e  g ives m e co m fo rt w h e n  I 'm  scared  or lost. H e  is m y 
b e s t frien d .
by  K iri H am m o ck
D o lp h in s
D o lp h in s  a re  th e  m ag ica l c re a tu re s  of th e  sea. W h en  the  su n  sets, 
th e  d o lp h in s  sw im  all o v e r th e  sea a n d  tu rn  it in to  g litte r. D o lp h in s  a re  the  
p ro te c to rs  of th e  fish. T hey  k eep  aw ay  th e  p re d a to rs  fro m  th e  m agical 
k in g d o m . T he m ag ica l co lo r o f th e  d o lp h in  is m ag ica l b lu e  a n d  w h ite .
by  K ristin  W eston
D o lp h in s
D o lp h in s  a re  like  b ig  b lu e  w a v es  m o v in g  across th e  re d  ree d s  of th e  sea.
D o lp h in s  a re  like b e a u tifu l b lu e  a n d  w h ite  s ta rq u ilts .
D o lp h in s  a re  as sm o o th  as a b o a t ro w in g  acro ss a lake.
D o lp h in s  a re  as soft a n d  g en tle  as m y  lo v in g  g ra n d m o th e r .
D o lp h in s  a re  like a b r ig h t b lu e  s ta r  p a ss in g  b y  th e  n ig h t sky.
D o lp h in s  a re  as sw e e t a n d  ca rin g  as a little  d o lp h in  p o e m  1 once w ro te .
by  A sh ley  Jones
W hat if
If th e re  w e re  n o  an im als , th e  w o rld  w o u ld  be du ll. A n d  h av e  no  
m e a n in g  b e ca u se  th e y 're  th e  g o d  of in te re s tin g  b e a u tifu l scenery . T hey 
leap , h o p , ju m p , c raw l, b a rk , m eow , g ro w l, b ite , lick, c law , a n d  b u m p . T he 
o n e  th in g  th a t  p u z z le s  m e is th ey  c a n 't  talk . H o w ev e r, th ey  do  
c o m m u n ic a te  w ith  th e ir  so u n d s  of lo u d n ess .
by  D ena  C olhoff
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Eagle
A n  eag le  is like a jet in  th e  sky. It h as  c law s like a knife. E agles a re  
fo u r  tim es as b ig  as a crow . A n  eag le  h as  an  eye sh a rp  as a need le . A n  
eag le  is te n  tim es s tro n g e r th a n  an y  o th e r  b ird .
by  S am  N elso n
Eagles
E agles a re  o u r  fu tu re . A n d  th ey  are  o u r n a tu re  of life. T hey gave  us 
p ro te c tio n , p ro v id e d  u s  w ith  life, a n d  d id n 't  leave  u s  b e h in d . E agles are  
sa c re d  in  o u r  tribe , so th ey  rea lly  a re  o u r fu tu re  b ecau se  th ey  fu rn ish ed  us 
w ith  p rid e .
by  L o rra in e  L ittle
Eagles
T he eag les say  to m e, th e  G re a t S p irit h a s  com e to  tell m e w h a t to 
d o  a n d  p ro te c t m e. H e  says, I w a s  se n t by  th e  G re a t S p irit to  tell y ou  
s to rie s  a n d  to  p ro te c t you .
by  S am m ie  T ap io  
S ev en  W ays o f L ook in g  at E agles
O n e  w a y  is h o w  he so a rs  h ig h  ab o v e  th e  c lo u d s .
T he seco n d  w a y  is w h e n  th e  eag le  sits o n  a tree  b ra n c h  lo o k in g  o v e r the
c o u n try s id e .
T he th ird  w ay  is w h e n  it g rab s  its p rey  on  th e  p ra irie .
T he fo u r th  w a y  is w h e n  its p ro tec tiv e  eyes a re  k e e p in g  y o u  safe a t all
tim es.
T he fifth  w a y  is w h e n  th e  eag le  lets u s  b o rro w  h is fea thers.
T he  s ix th  w a y  is w h e n  he  ta lk s to  th e  re s t o f the  sa c re d  a n im a ls  so they  can
also  k eep  y o u  p ro tec ted .
T h e  se v e n th  w a y  is h o w  th e  eag le  sits  w a itin g  fo r y o u r  o w n  fligh t to the
sky.
by  T on ia  Scabby Face
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N ative  T h ou gh ts
So often , In d ia n  k id s  a re  e n co u rag e d  to in co rp o ra te  th e ir  cu ltu re  
in to  w h a t  th ey  a re  d o in g  in  schoo l th a t I sense  it can  so m e tim es feel like a 
tire d  cliché to th em . H o w ev e r, w h e n  th ese  sam e k id s  w illin g ly  sh a re  th e ir 
fee lin g s  o f In d ia n  se lf-id en tity  a n d  tell th e ir  ex p erien ces w ith  m o d e rn  
L ak o ta  c u ltu re  in  th e ir  o w n  w o rd s , the  la n g u a g e  carries  a p o w e r a n d  
s in ce rity  th a t is, in  m y  o p in io n , tru e  art.
In  th is  c h ap te r , th e  w o rd s  sp eak  fo r th em se lv es  q u ite  c learly  an d  
w ith  a u th o rity . T he k id s  h a v e  b o th  p r id e  in  th e  s tre n g th  of th e  L ako ta  
w a y s  a n d  terrific  f ru s tra tio n  in  som e of the  rea lities  th a t acco m p an y  the 
im p o v e r ish e d  c o n d itio n  of th e ir  tribe.
B ein g  In d ian
B eing In d ia n  m ean s  a lo t to  m an y  na tives . S om e p e o p le  a re  so 
p ro u d  th e y  say , ''N P "  o r "N a tiv e  P rid e" . A  lo t of p e o p le  w rite  th is  on  th e ir 
schoo l p a p e r  o r o th e r  th ings. B eing In d ia n  g ives y o u  th e  m ea n in g  of 
re sp ec t, g en ero sity , co u rag e , a n d  a lso  w isd o m . T hese  th in g s  m ean  a lo t 
w h e n  y o u  a re  In d ian . M any  e ld e rs  sp eak  to  y o u n g  c h ild re n  a b o u t these  
fo u r  v a lu e s  th a t still live  in  th e  In d ia n  beliefs a n d  p a r t  of o u r  cu ltu re . 
In d ia n  c lo th in g , tools, m arriag es , a n d  o th e r  s tu ff a re  still tre a su re d  today .
B eing  In d ia n  tak es  a lo t of c o u ra g e  to  s ta n d  u p  fo r y o u rse lf  a n d  
p e o p le  th a t a re  p a r t  o f In d ia n  cu ltu re . L ike w h e n  p re ju d ic e d  p eo p le  say 
In d ia n s  a re  d ir ty  a n d  stink . A  lo t of p e o p le  a re  like th a t in  th is  w o rld  an d  
th a t 's  w h y  y o u  h a v e  to  s ta n d  u p  for y o u rse lf  a n d  o thers .
by  A sh ley  Jones
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B ein g  Indian
To m e, b e in g  In d ia n  m ean s a lo t b ecau se  o u r  an cesto rs  w e re  b rave , 
c o u ra g e o u s , a n d  e d u c a te d . B eing an  In d ia n  m ean s y o u  h a v e  to  s ta n d  u p  to 
p e o p le  a n d  d e m a n d  re sp ec t b ecau se  a lo t of p eo p le  s te re o ty p e  In d ian s . 
B eing  In d ia n  is an  h o n o r  b ecau se  lo n g  ago  w e  w e re  the  on ly  p eo p le  w h o  
u se d  th e  la n d  in  th e  r ig h t w ay .
B eing In d ia n  m ean s  y o u  h av e  to h a v e  re sp ec t for e v e ry o n e  because  
th a t 's  th e  w ay  In d ia n s  are . B eing In d ian , y o u  h av e  to  d ec id e  on  w h ich  w ay  
y o u  w a n t to  live. To m ak e  it in  th e  w o rld , y o u  h av e  to  be e d u c a te d  in  the  
w h ite  p e rs o n 's  w ay . In stead , y o u 're  an  In d ia n  a n d  y o u  w a n t to live th a t 
w ay , b u t  y o u  can 't.
by  B lue D a w n  L ittle
B ein g  Indian
B eing In d ia n  a ro u n d  h e re  is k in d a  h a rd . T here  a re  ev en  In d ian s  
th a t d o n 't  like  In d ia n s . O u r  life is like a race, e v e ry o n e  ru n s  th ro u g h  life 
fo rg e ttin g  the  m o s t specia l th in g s  ju s t b ecau se  th ey  try  to  w in . B ut n o t m e. 
I s to p  a n d  tak e  tim e  to  look  a t m y  fam ily  a n d  frien d s, w h ile  o th e rs  ru n  
p a s t  so  fas t I can  feel th e  w in d  in  m y  face. I h a v e  th e  o p p o r tu n ity  to love 
a n d  be  lo v ed  b y  o th ers . I look  a t all th e  p e o p le  a n d  see n o th in g , n o t evil, 
n o t ha te . I be lieve  th a t all In d ian s  a re  e q u a l a n d  sh o u ld  n o t co m p e te  
a g a in s t each  o th er.
by  K athy  M cL augh lin
B ein g  Ind ian
B eing In d ia n  m ea n s  re sp ec tin g  y o u r  e ld e rs  a n d  p ra y in g  for y o u r  
an cesto rs . B eing  In d ia n  m ea n s  lis ten in g  to  y o u r  p a re n ts , a n d  b e in g  good  
to  y o u r  u n c les  a n d  a u n tie s . A n d  m o st of all, b e in g  In d ia n  m ean s 
re sp e c tin g  y o u rse lf, o th e rs , a n d  M o th e r E arth .
by  C a n d id a  Bagola
Circle
A circle is co n n ec tin g  a t all tim es. A circle h as n o  en d s. A circle is 
ro u n d . T he w o rld  is a circle. O u r life trav e ls  w ith  a circle. A circle is 
s tro n g . S tro n g  e n o u g h  to  h o ld  to g e th e r  a tribe .
by  R a y m o n d  G h o s t Bear
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W alk in g  in  a C ircle
I 'm  w a lk in g  in  a circle, in s id e  a n d  ou t. W alk in g  w ith  m y  friends, 
w a lk in g  fo r m y  p a re n ts , see ing  o ld  ones, see ing  o ld  frien d s. E v e ry w h ere  1 
look , 1 see  p eo p le , d an ce rs , to u ris ts , som e ask in g  v e ry  s tu p id  questions . 1 
see s ta n d s  w ith  d a rk  p eo p le , b e h in d  th e m  a few  w ith  w h ite . 1 go to  sit 
d o w n , b u t  m y  p a re n ts  m ak e  m e go dance . 1 search  fo r a friend , th e n  I'll be 
o k ay  I 'm  w a lk in g  in  a circle.
by  M inn ie  B o u rdeaux
Every L ittle D ance
E very  little  d an ce  is like th e  w in d .
T hey  a re  th e  g o d s  ru n n in g  in  th e  sky.
E very  little  d an ce  is th e  d ru m  b ea ting .
T he In d ia n  d a n ce rs  on  th e  p o w -w o w  g ro u n d s .
E very  little  d an ce  c rea tes  a n e w  w o rld .
E very  little  d an ce  is a n ew  life 
A n o th e r  b ab y  com es in to  a p e rs o n 's  life.
by  A lisha  P a tto n
T radition
T ra d itio n  is a th in g  o r a th o u g h t th a t las ts  fo rev e r a n d  ever. 
T ra d itio n  is v e ry  specia l a n d  w ill it en d , n ev er.
T ra d itio n  is m y  h o m e lan d , a v e ry  sac red  p lace.
T ra d itio n  is m y  p eo p le , fu ll o f love  a n d  grace.
T ra d itio n  is w h a t w e  be lieve  in.
T ra d itio n  is th e  co lo r of m y  h a ir, m y  eyes, m y  skin.
T ra d itio n  is th e  eag le  fea ther.
T ra d itio n  is m y  loyal tribe; w e  w ill stick  to g e th e r.
T ra d itio n  is m y  fam ily . T ra d itio n  is all o f us.
T rad itio n  is in  m e.
by  K athy  M cL au g h lin
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B ein g  In d ian
T his is w h a t  a n  In d ia n  m ea n s  to  m e. A n  In d ia n  is b ra v e  a n d  he  or 
sh e  d o e s n 't  care  h o w  y o u  look. H e  or she  g ives in s tea d  of tak ing . T hey  
s ta n d  u p  to  a n y th in g , a re  rea d y  for a n y th in g  a n d  d o n 't  tak e  a n y th in g  for 
g ra n te d . T hey  lis ten  to  o th e r  p e o p le 's  n e e d s  a n d  tak e  care  of w h a t is 
sa c re d  as w ell as e v e ry th in g  else. H e p ra y s  for w h a t he  kills an d  u ses 
e v e ry th in g  on  th e  an im als.
by  D u s ty  Black Elk
B ein g  Indian
B eing In d ia n  m ean s  to  u se  s tu ff y o u  n e e d  in s te a d  of w a s tin g  it. A nd  
to  u se  o u r  la n d  th e  p ro p e r  w ay  in s tea d  of tra sh in g  it. To n o t p o llu te  the  air 
th a t  o u r  a n im a ls  a n d  u s b rea th e . T h a t 's  w h a t b e in g  an  In d ia n  m eans.
by  L o rra in e  L ittle
B ein g  Ind ian
U s In d ian s  re sp ec t o u r  la n d  a n d  buffalo . W e k n o w  h o w  to  live an d  
re sp e c t o th ers . T he life w e  live n o w  is d iffe ren t fro m  th e  w a y  it w as  back  
th en . W e h a v e  re la tiv e s  w h o  liv ed  h e re  a n d  th e ir  sp ir its  a re  fly ing  all 
a ro u n d  us.
by  S an d y  R ed F ea th er
U g ly  L ife on  D irty R ez
Life on  
Life on  th e  re se rv a tio n  
Life o n  th e  re se rv a tio n  is d ir ty  
Life o n  th e  re se rv a tio n  is d ir ty  filthy  
Life on  th e  re se rv a tio n  is d ir ty  filthy  dogs.
by  D ena  C olhoff
48
Lakota
T he L ak o ta  p e o p le  a re  ho ly  a n d  sacred . T m  L ako ta  a n d  T m  p ro u d  
to  be. I t 's  e m b a rra ss in g  o n  th e  rese rv a tio n . E very  tim e y o u  look a ro u n d  
d o w n to w n , th e re 's  a lw ay s d ru n k  In d ian s  ca lled  w inos, o r d ru n k s , o r 
ju n k ie s , o r w h a te v e r  else y o u  w a n t to  call them . I t 's  tra sh y  h e re  o n  the  
re se rv a tio n . So if the  L ako ta  p eo p le  a re  so ho ly  a n d  sacred , w h y  a re  they  
like  th is?  T hey  sh o u ld  q u it  d rin k in g .
by  S tef W ince
T he Battle
T h ro u g h  th e  h ills  a n d  in  th e  n ig h t 
1 go  s tra ig h t to  m y  fina l fight.
W ith  m y  axe a n d  b o w  in  h a n d  
1 r id e  acro ss th e  fo res t lan d .
O n  m y  h o rse  a n d  in  th e  m o o n  
1 w ill see m y  b a ttle  v e ry  soon.
A s 1 lo o k  in to  th e  sky  
1 so u n d  m y  m ig h ty  b a ttle  cry.
N o w  th e  m ig h ty  b a ttle  s ta rts  
1 g ro w  w ith  c o u ra g e  in  m y  heart.
A s w e  a ttack  th e  w h ite  m a n 's  s ta tio n  
1 n o w  k n o w  1 a m  S ioux N ation .
by  D a v id  W olfe
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N ative  A m ericans
T he N a tiv e  A m erican s  h a d  to leave  th e ir land .
T he  w h ite s  cam e  a n d  to o k  over th e ir  land .
T he  N a tiv e  A m erican s  w ere  a lw ay s in w ars.
T he  w h ite s  cam e  a n d  took  e v e ry o n e  ou t.
T h ey  k illed  m o s t of the  N a tiv e  A m ericans.
Life N o w
T he N a tiv e  A m erican s  n o w  live in  peace.
T hey  n e v e r h a v e  to  be  in  w ars.
T he  life fo r m e  n o w  is v e ry  peacefu l.
T h ere  a re  no  w a rs  a n d  e v e ry o n e  is g e ttin g  along .
T he w h ite s  a n d  N a tiv e  A m erican s a re  k in d e r  close friends.
T h ey  all ge t a lo n g  v e ry  w ell.
by  E dee  C lifford
Lakota C ulture
T he L ako ta  c u ltu re  is g o o d  
It h e lp s  u s  in  m an y  w ays.
T he L ako ta  c u ltu re  is b e au tifu l 
T he L ako ta  c u ltu re  is w ise .
T he L ako ta  c u ltu re  is o u r  peo p le .
T he L ako ta  c u ltu re  is o u r  c u ltu re .
by  B ra n d o n  B rave H e a rt
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From Q u iet to S ilen ce
I w o u ld  v e n tu re  to  g u ess  th a t in  to d a y 's  w o rld , m an y  of u s  hav e  
too  few  e n c o u n te rs  w ith  rea l qu ie t. In  u rb a n  areas , th e  s u n 's  co n tro l over 
th e  rh y th m s  of d a y  a n d  n ig h t, of en erg y  a n d  rest, is la rg e ly  ig n o red  a n d  so 
th e  c ity  n e v e r  sleeps, as th ey  say. N o ise  a b o u n d s  a t all tim es. In the  
c o u n try , a n d  p a rtic u la rly  on  an  " u n d e v e lo p e d "  In d ian  re se rv a tio n  w h e re  
c a p ita lism  h as n o t b een  ab le  to  ge t a s te ad y  g rip  on  th e  lan d , the  s itu a tio n  
is p e rh a p s  a  b it d ifferen t.
A lth o u g h  a lo t of m y  s tu d e n ts  live  in  h o u se s  th a t h a v e  too  little  
sp ace  fo r too  m a n y  a n d  q u ie t is p ro b ab ly  far fro m  th e  n o rm , m o st of th em  
h a v e  a t least ta s te d  a v e ry  th ick  h e lp in g  of q u ie t a t one  tim e  o r an o th er. 
A n d , in  w ritin g  o n  q u ie tn ess , th e  k id s rev ea led  th e ir  d e s ire  for m o re  of it 
a n d  th e  a c c o m p a n y in g  sen se  of peace  th a t th ey  felt in s id e  qu iet.
In  m y  firs t y e a r of teach ing , w e  m o v ed  fro m  th e  top ic  of q u ie t to  the  
d e e p e r  a n d  m o re  p ra y e rfu l en tity  of silence. T his co n cep t rea lly  h a d  m any  
of th e  s tu d e n ts  th in k in g  h a rd  a n d  lo o k in g  w ay  in s id e  them se lves, as w ell 
as fa r o u ts id e , fo r im ag es  th a t w o u ld  a rticu la te  th e  essence  of th is w o rd . 
W e ta lk e d  a b o u t p laces o r tim es th a t co u ld  be silen t, v e n tu r in g  fro m  the 
b o tto m  of th e  ocean  to a re la tiv e 's  fu n era l, a n d  a fte r v a ry in g  d eg rees  of 
re flec tio n , e v e ry o n e  fo u n d  an  a v en u e  to  p re se n t silence  as they  k n ew  it.
Q u ietest T im e
T he q u ie te s t tim e  w as w h e n  I w e n t to  a g ra v e y a rd . It w as so q u ie t 
th a t  if y o u  sn a p p e d  y o u r  fingers, n o t a th in g  h a p p e n e d . T he p eo p le  
m o v in g  w e re  q u ie t, like sh a d o w s  on  a fu ll m o o n  n ig h t. S om e of th em  
p ra y in g , o th e rs  c ry ing . T he on ly  so u n d  w a s  th e  w in d  ru s tlin g  w e e d s  an d  
th e  c ra ck in g  of tw igs.
by  John  L ittle  F inger
Q u ietn ess
T he q u ie te s t tim e  w as w h e n  I sa t in  m y  ro o m  a fte r 1 sh o t a ho le  in 
th e  w in d o w  of m y  h ouse .
by  Josh  D onnell
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Q u iet
W h en  I a m  th in k in g , it is qu iet. W h en  I 'm  alone, it is qu ie t. W hen  
I 'm  sad , I am  q u ie t. W h en  th e re  is d ea th , e v e ry o n e  is qu iet.
by  T racy  C h a rg in g  C row
Q u ietn ess
E v e ry th in g  is q u ie t, b u t n o th in g  is qu ie t. It is so con fusing . O ne 
p e rs o n  m ay  th in k  th a t q u ie tn ess  is w h e n  y o u  sit in  a ro o m  th a t is to ta lly  
q u ie t  a n d  all y o u  can  h e a r  a re  cars o u ts id e  a n d  th e  clock ticking. Som e 
p e o p le  th in k  q u ie tn e ss  is w h e n  y o u  live in  th e  m id d le  of n o w h ere . W ith  
b ees b u z z in g  a n d  co w s m oo ing . But on ly  one  p e rso n  in  th is  w h o le  w o rld  
m a y  k n o w  w h a t q u ie tn ess  rea lly  is a n d  w e  w ill n e v e r k n o w  w h o  th a t 
p e rs o n  is.
by  S onn i R ichards
Q u iet
Q u ie t is th e  r in g in g  in  th e  ear.
Q u ie t is th e  p itch  of th e  n igh t.
Q u ie t is th e  fee ling  of re laxed .
Q u ie t is th e  soft to u ch  of friends.
Q u ie t is the  te n d e rn e ss  of bab ies  s leep ing .
by  Tia C atches
S ilen ce
L ike th e  tim e  1 h a d  w a lk e d  u p  to  m y  frien d  a n d  all she  d id  w as cry. 
1 felt rea lly  b ad , b u t  1 d id n 't  say  a w o rd . 1 h u g g e d  h e r  a n d  let h e r  k n o w  
th a t  1 c a red . In  so m e  w ay , 1 k n ew  she  w a s n 't  a fra id . W e d id n 't  say  
a n y th in g , b u t  silence  fixed  w h a t 1 c o u ld n 't  say.
by  L arissa  Ross
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S ilen ce
Silence is like a b ird  fly ing  th ro u g h  th e  air. I t 's  e v en  w h e n  K obe 
goes fo r a  b a c k w a rd s  lay -u p  a n d  e v e ry o n e  ge ts  qu ie t. S ilence is a h o u se  
th a t 's  bare . I t 's  like a b ig  city  th a t 's  no n -v io len t. S ilence is w h e n  y o u  k n o w  
so m e o n e  is go n e  fo rever. It 's  a lso  w h e n  so m eo n e  h as an  id ea  th a t 's  clever.
S ilence is a  so u n d  th a t 's  no  so u n d  a t all. I t 's  a th ick n ess  th a t 's  so 
sm o o th  a n d  gen tle , y o u  can  feel it w h e n  y o u 're  a lo n e  o r w ith  people . 
S ilence is th e  so u n d  of th e  ball w a itin g  to  fall. It can  also  be like th e  bell in 
a steep le .
S ilence is like a c o n v ersa tio n  re a d y  to  e ru p t. It can  be a th u g  in  the  
n ig h t w ith  a lo a d e d  g u n . Silence is like a m assiv e  rio t re a d y  to  co rru p t. It 
is th e  r is in g  a n d  se ttin g  of th e  sun . M aybe th e  w o rd  silence d o e sn 't  exist or 
m a y b e  silence  is n 't  a so u n d  a t all.
by  Blue D a w n  L ittle
S ilen ce
Silence is th e  d a rk n e ss  of n ig h t w h e n  th e  m o o n  sh in es b r ig h t an d  
th e  p in e  trees  m ak e  th e  on ly  so u n d , th e  so u n d  of a  h u n d re d  cars o n  the 
freew ay . T hen , w h e n  th e  w in d  stops, th e re  a re  no  m o re  cars, ju s t silence.
by  Isaac R ed  O w l
S ilen ce
Silence is th e  lo u d e s t no ise  1 ev er h ea rd . T he w in d  b lo w in g  gen tly  
acro ss  th e  p ra ir ie  g rass. T he h o rse s  g a llo p in g  a ro u n d  the  field , b ird s  fly ing  
q u ie tly  to th e  trees. S ilence is th e  lo u d e s t no ise  1 ev er h eard .
by  Ju lia  M artin
S ilen ce
Silence is in  th e  m o rn in g  w h e n  y o u  w a k e  u p . S ilence is w h e n  it is 
n ig h t  a n d  y o u  a re  re a d in g  a b o o k  in  y o u r  b ed  b efo re  y o u  go to sleep . 
S ilence is w h e n  y o u  a re  in  th e  sky  a n d  th e  c lo u d s  a re  g iv in g  y o u  rid es  all 
o v e r  th e  p lace.
by  C o d y  Lacey
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S ilen ce
It is th e  b ru sh in g  leaves of a c o tto n w o o d  on  a cool sp r in g  d a y  w ith  
th e  b ree ze  th ro u g h  th e  grass. It is the  n ice  d a m p  d e w  w a sh in g  p a in  from  
m y  sou l. It is th e  so o th in g  w a te r  ru n n in g  b e tw e e n  m y toes.
by  T ia C atches
S ilen ce
Silence com es w h e n  n ig h t covers th e  sky  like a b lan k e t, m ea n in g  
it 's  tim e  fo r e v e ry th in g  to  calm . H a lf th e  w o rld  is a s leep  a n d  ev e ry th in g  is 
in  silence. S ilence com es w h e n  a close frien d  d ies  a n d  all y o u  w a n t is 
s ilence  to  be a t y o u r  s ide  a n d  leave  the  o th e r s ide  to  w e e p  w ith  tears.
by  Jen  G iago
S ilen ce
Silence is w h e n  th e  last te a rd ro p  d r ip s  fro m  y o u r  eyes. W h en  the  
s tro n g  g e n tle m e n  h e lp  th e  coffin  d o w n  in to  the  ho le  as th e  fam ily  m em ber 
th a t y o u  w ill a lw ay s  love goes d e e p e r a n d  d e e p e r  to  th e  g ro u n d . O th e rs  
h e lp  to  b u ry  th e  lo v ed  one  a n d  b u rn  sage  o r ced a r to  b less the  one  th a t is 
loved . To sh o w  g e n e ro s ity  a n d  co u rage , fam ily  m em b ers  d ro p  a h a n d fu l 
o f m is ty  d u s t  o v e r th e  coffin. To rem e m b e r the  p e rso n  th a t w as once alive, 
g ive  a te a r  to  th e  e v e rla s tin g  cries.
by  A sh ley  Jones
S ilen ce
T he d ay  w h e n  R ose d ied  in  the  h o sp ita l w as a d a y  1 w ill n ev er 
fo rge t, th e  d a y  silence  w as g lid in g  in  the  a ir w ith  on ly  the  w h isp e rs  of o u r 
p ra y e rs  to  keep  u s  from  cry ing . W h en  w e all w a ite d  in  the  lobby  an d  
h o p in g  to  h e a r  g o o d  n e w s w as w h e n  silence w as there , to rm e n tin g  us 
w ith  all th e  f ru s tra tio n . S ilence is a so u n d  w e  h e a r  all th e  tim e; it 's  the  
so u n d  1 h e a rd  a t th e  fu n e ra l o f m y  a u n ty  w h e n  w e  h a d  to lay  h e r in  the  
g ro u n d  b esid e  h e r  son. W e all h e a r  silence sc rea m in g  a n d  c ry in g  in  agony  
th ro u g h  th e  w in d  of loneliness.
by S tep h an ie  Sully
54
S ilen ce
Silence is w h e n  y o u 're  ly in g  in  y o u r  g rav e  a t n ig h t. A n d  y o u  can  
see o n ly  p ic tu re s  of y o u r  life p o p p in g  u p  in  fro n t of y o u r  eyes. S ilence is 
w h e n  y o u  a re  liv in g  o n  y o u r  m em ories. A n d  re -liv in g  y o u r  life in  p ic tu res .
by G abe  M eans
S ilen ce
Silence is w h e n  y o u 're  w a lk in g  all by y o u rse lf  th in k in g , lis ten in g  to 
th e  w in d  b lo w in g  in  y o u r  ears. L isten ing  to the  b ird s  h u m  all day , h ea rin g  
th e  w a te r  sp lash . K n o w in g  th a t no  one  is a ro u n d  you , ju s t n a tu re  an d  
y o u rse lf.
by  E u g en e  G iago
S ilen ce
Silence is w h e n  I saw  m y m o m  for th e  las t tim e. T he a ir s to p p ed , 
th e  p e o p le  w e re  silen t, a n d  m y h e a rt w as still. T hen  1 o p e n e d  m y eyes an d  
sa w  th a t it w as  real. A  w o rld  fu ll of silence, 1 co u ld  h e a r  n o  m ore. It w as 
like  1 w a s  o n  a b each  a n d  all y o u  co u ld  h e a r w a s  th e  w av es  com ing  on to  
th e  lan d . T h en  1 sa w  h e r h a n d . She took  m e to a p lace  of non-belief. I saw  
th e  w o rld  of silence  a n d  peace.
by  D errick  M cC auley
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Fam ily
T he L ako ta  p h rase , "M itak u y e  O y asin " , w h ich  ro u g h ly  tran s la te s  
as, “ A il m y  re la tiv e s" , h as b een  a n d  co n tin u es  to  be  m y  g rea tes t teacher 
since  th e  d a y  it w a s  firs t in tro d u c e d  to  m e. For sev era l y ea rs  now , 1 have  
b e e n  w a lk in g  w ith  th is  teach e r a n d  lea rn ed  th a t n o t on ly  a re  all th in g s  
c o n n ec te d , as p e rh a p s  m o st p eo p le  accept, b u t  th a t all th in g s  in c lu d in g  
p e o p le , an im als , a n d  n a tu ra l e lem en ts  a n d  objects a re  v e ry  in tim ate ly  
c o n n ec te d , like th e  re la tiv es  of a fam ily .
M y s tu d e n ts  in  S o u th  D ak o ta  in h e rite d  th is  lesson  as a p a r t  of th e ir 
u p b r in g in g  a n d  one  of its m o st p o w e rfu l co n seq u en ces is th e ir a lm o st 
u n iv e rsa l u n d e rs ta n d in g  of fam ily  as th e  h ig h es t p rio rity  a n d  as the  p u re s t 
e x p re ss io n  of th e ir  o w n  id en tity . C learly , th is  d e e p  re sp ec t for re la tives 
ru n s  th ro u g h  essen tia lly  all of th e  w ritin g  in  th is  co llection , b u t it is 
esp ec ia lly  s ig n ifican t to  look  a t w h a t th e  s tu d e n ts  sa id  exp licitly  a b o u t th is 
su b jec t of fam ily .
A ll m y R ela tives
A ll of m y  re la tiv e s  a re  like th e  w ild  p ra iries , d iffe ren t sizes th a t are  
o ld  a n d  new . W e a re  like th e  stars; th e re  a re  a g rea t m an y  of us. W e are  
like th e  sea; w e  h av e  m a n y  voices. W e a re  like the  skies, a lw ay s ch an g in g  
fro m  b e a u tifu l to  u g ly  a n d  m ean . Som e of u s a re  like th e  trees, v e ry  old  
a n d  w ise . T he re s t of u s  a re  like the  flow ers, still y o u n g  a n d  lea rn ing .
by  K athy  M cL augh lin
Fam ily
In  m y  fam ily , I h av e  tw o  b ro th e rs  a n d  one  sister. M y fam ily  is 
lo v in g , carin g , h u m b le , resp ec tfu l, nice, a n d  g en e ro u s. 1 h a te  w h e n  they  
f ig h t o r d r in k  a n d  b re a k  the  circle of o u r  fam ily . W e h e lp  one  a n o th e r  to 
g e t th ro u g h . O u r  c ircle  is like a force field  o v e r us. L ike w e're on a team . 
A ll go es g o o d  u n til  o n e  of u s  d rin k s  o r sm okes, th e n  th a t force fie ld  b reak s  
a n d  o n e  of u s  m ig h t go. L ike m y m o m  b ro k e  th e  c ircle  a n d  she is gone, b u t 
th a t  d o e s n 't  m e a n  w e  all go. W e h av e  to co n n ec t a g a in  a n d  com bine  to 
b u ild  o u r  force field .
by  D u s tin  S ta r C om es O u t
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G od and M a
G o d  c re a te d  th in g s  fro m  left to  righ t, b u t M a to ld  m e h o w  to  use  th em  ju s t
so.
I d o n 't  k n o w  w h o  is righ t.
G o d  c re a te d  h a n d s . M a to ld  m e to u se  m y  silverw are .
G o d  c re a te d  feet. M a to ld  m e to p u t  som e shoes on.
G o d  c re a te d  m y  m o u th . M a to ld  m e to h u sh  up .
G o d  c rea ted  m y  face. M a to ld  m e to w a sh  it.
G o d  c rea ted  m y ha ir. M a to ld  m e to  com b  it.
G o d  c re a te d  m y  food. M a to ld  m e n o t to  p lay  w ith  it.
G o d  c re a te d  o thers . M a to ld  m e n o t to ta lk  to s tran g ers .
G o d  c re a te d  m y  m in d . M a to ld  m e n o t to  be  s tu p id .
G o d  c re a te d  m y  voice. M a to ld  m e n o t to be so loud .
All in  all I th in k  th a t th ey  a re  b o th  righ t,
G o d  a n d  M a.
by  M eg an  W hite  Face
Fam ily
M y fam ily  is m y  sou l, th e  k eep e rs  of m y  sm ile. T hey  are  the  floor 
th a t  I w a lk  on, k e e p in g  m e fro m  falling  d o w n . M y fam ily  is m y  com fort, 
th e  b e d  th a t  I s leep  on. T hey  are  w h a t k eep s m y  h e a d  u p  a n d  still to  reach  
fo r th e  stars.
M y fam ily  is all I have , all th a t I 'll ev er n eed . W ith o u t them , all 1 
h a v e  is p ity , so rro w , a n d  grief. W ith  them , I h av e  a sm ile , b lood  ru n n in g  
th ro u g h  m y  ve ins , n o  love to  lose, on ly  love to gain .
by  B ran d o n  H o o p e r
Fam ily
W h en  T m  d o w n , m y  fam ily  com es a ro u n d . W h en  I am  feeling  g ray  
a n d  th e  c lo u d s  a re  in  th e  w ay , m y  fam ily  chases th em  aw ay . M y fam ily  
fig h ts  so m e tim es  a n d  say s th in g s  w e  d o n 't  m ean , b u t  d e e p  d o w n  w e  tru ly  
love  each  o ther. M y fam ily  is like a circle th a t c an n o t be  b ro k en . M y fam ily  
lo v es a n d  re sp ec ts  each  o th e r  ju s t the  w a y  G o d  w o u ld  do.
by  Joyce B uckm an
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Fam ily
Fam ilies a re  like p eas  in  a p o d . T hey  com e in  all d iffe ren t sizes. 
F am ilies  go th ro u g h  e v e ry th in g  to ge ther. T hey  go th ro u g h  good  tim es an d  
sad  tim es. T hey  figh t. T hey  m ak e  u p . A n d  they  d o n 't  h o ld  g ru d g es . T h a t's  
w h a t  a fam ily  is to  m e.
by  D ena  C olhoff
Fam ily
F am ily  is im p o rtan t.
M y fam ily  cares a b o u t m e.
B ecause  th ey  p u t  c lo thes on  m y  back, food  on  th e  tab le , a n d  a ro o f over
m y head .
M y fam ily  w o rk s  h a rd .
E specially  m y  d a d , a n d  m y  siste r for h e r baby .
M e, w h e n  I g ro w  u p , I am  g o in g  to  college.
A n d  m ak e  m y  o w n  fam ily .
"T h an k  y o u . M am a".
by  S teve G o ings
Fam ily
In  a fam ily , th e re  a re  a lo t of th ings; 
m o th e rs , fa th e rs , b ro th e rs , sisters, au n ties , unc les, cousin s, n ep h ew s,
nieces, in -law s, o u tlaw s.
P ro b lem s, a n sw e rs , con fusion , lau g h te r, h o rro r, a n d  m o re  p rob lem s. 
A n d  w h e n  y o u  d o n 't  kn o w , yo u  love them .
by  D u n c an  D eon
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Fam ily
A fam ily  is caring .
A  fam ily  is a teacher.
A fam ily  is M o th e r N a tu re .
A  fam ily  is a h a rd  w o rk in g  p e rso n .
A  fam ily  is a heart.
A  fam ily  is a p ic tu re  I p a in ted .
A fam ily  is v a lu ab le  to  m e.
A fam ily  is w isd o m .
A fam ily  is su p p o se d  to be fun .
A  fam ily  is a god.
by  T yler Seaboy
H om e
H o m e  is like  a w a rm  b lan k e t o n  a co ld  day . It w a rm s  y o u r tu m m y  
like  a w a rm  c u p  of cocoa. W h en  y o u  o p e n  the  doo r, it 's  like cool a ir on  a 
h o t  day . W h en  e v e ry o n e  sits a ro u n d  th e  d in n e r, i t 's  like h o t g rav y  
so o th in g  y o u r  th ro a t.
by  D u sty  N elson
M y Sister
M y sis te r is a h e a r t  w ith  m an y  love in  it.
M y s is te r 's  h e a r t  is m an y  d ia m o n d s  filled  w ith  ocean  w ater.
It h o ld s  m a n y  b e au tifu l c re a tu re s  w ith  lo ts o f love  for
m y  s is te r 's  heart.
by  R onn ie  Beane
S ay in g  G ood b ye
O n e  th in g  I h a d  to  say  g o o d b y e  to  w as m y G ra n d p a  w h o  left m e so 
lo n g  ago . I d id n 't  k n o w  h o w  to  let h im  go, he  c h an g e d  m y  life in  so m any  
w ay s. H e  h e lp e d  m e becom e s tro n g e r in sid e  as w ell as o u ts id e . H e ta u g h t 
m e  to  look  b e y o n d  th is  w o rld  a n d  see a w h o le  n e w  b e tte r  one. H e  saw  
so m e th in g  in m e  n o  o n e  e lse ev er d id . H e  sh o w ed  m e h o w  to m ak e  o th ers  
la u g h  a n d  h av e  a g o o d  tim e.
by  Jenna  W ard
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R elation s W rite
M e a n d  m y  m o m  a re  like a tree , a tree  th a t go t cu t d o w n  a n d  m ad e  
in to  p a p e r  w ith  u s  g lu ed  d o w n  o n  it. M y m o m  o n  th e  left a n d  m e o n  the  
rig h t. T h a t p a p e r  go t r ip p e d  b e tw ee n  left a n d  righ t, k n o ck ed  on  th e  floor, 
a n d  u p  a n d  a w a y  to  th e  trash . H e re  com es som eone  to  tak e  o u t th e  trash  
a n d  w h e n  w e  g e t to  th e  d u m p , the  tra sh  b ag  rips. T here  I go in to  th e  w in d  
a n d  it d ro p s  m e  o n  th e  g ro u n d . M ore w in d  com es a n d  takes m e off, a n d  I 
n e v e r  see m y  m o m  again .
by  D u sty  Black Elk
M e and m y M om
M e a n d  m y  m o m  a re  like a b r ig h t s ta r sh in in g  in  th e  n ig h t sky. The 
b r ig h t s ta r  sh in es w h e n  the  love of its h o m e  b reak s  th ro u g h . The s ta r is 
so m e tim es  v e ry  d u ll w h e n  the  c lo u d s cover th e  E arth  a n d  th e  care c a n 't  
re a ch  o u t. W h en  th e  s ta r  is du ll, sa d n ess  a n d  tea rs  b reak  th ro u g h . W hen  
th e  c lo u d s  arise , th e re  is n o th in g  th a t co u ld  s to p  the  sad n ess. W hen  the  
s ta r  is b rig h t, th e  love  a n d  care  sh in es th ro u g h  th e  e v en in g  skies.
by  A sh ley  Jones
M other
Y our m o th e r  is a lw ay s there , ev en  if y o u 're  m iles ap art. Y our 
m o th e r  is y o u r  h ea rt. M om  u n d e rs ta n d s , no  m a tte r  the  s itu a tio n . Y our 
m o th e r  lets y o u  go w h e n  y o u 're  in  a b a d  m ood . Y our m o th e r is th e re  
w h e n  y o u 're  fee lin g  sad , d ep re ssed , a n d  a fra id . Y our m o th e r  is like y o u r 
g u a rd ia n  angel. She w a tch e s  you . S h e 's  there .
by  K ristie  T ap io
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spirit
O n e  of th e  firs t th in g s  I n o ticed  u p o n  m o v in g  to th e  re se rv a tio n  
w a s  th e  c o m fo rt a m o n g  m o st p eo p le  I m et to  ta lk  o p en ly  a b o u t sp iritu a l 
m a tte rs . T he freq u e n cy  w ith  w h ich  I h e a rd  m en tio n  of G o d  o r sp irits  or 
p ra y e r  b y  th e  k id s  w a s  rem a rk ab le  a n d  for m e, in sp ira tio n a l. W alk ing  
m u c h  of m y  life in  circles of th o u g h t w h e re  th e  d iv in e  w a s  n ev e r an  
a s su m p tio n , th is  e n v iro n m e n t of b e lief p ro v id e d  m e w ith  a freed o m  th a t 
d e e p e n e d  m y  re la tio n sh ip s  w ith  m y s tu d e n ts  a n d  a llo w e d  th e ir w ritin g  to 
ex p lo re  th e  full d e p th  of th e ir  o w n  sp irits . For m an y  of m y  s tu d en ts . 
N a tiv e  sp ir itu a lity  is in teg ra l to th e ir w ay  of life a n d  th e ir  u n d e rs ta n d in g  
of th e  w o rld . S om e tra d itio n a l L ako ta  w a y s  a re  a live  a n d  s tro n g  o n  the  
re se rv a tio n , a n d  so m an y  of th e  k id s  g ro w  u p  in  th e  m id s t of a rich  
sp ir itu a l e n v iro n m e n t of p ray e rs , songs, dances, cerem on ies , stories, 
p rac tices , a n d  arts .
I d e c id e d  to  a tte m p t a w ritin g  ac tiv ity  in  th is  p e rv a s iv e  a rea  an d  
a sk e d  th e  k id s  to  re la te  th e ir  v isu a l o r em o tio n a l co n cep tio n  of the  h ig h er 
p o w e r  as b e s t th ey  co u ld . O f cou rse , w e  left o p e n  the  poss ib ility  of s im p ly  
w ritin g  a b o u t a n y th in g  th ey  b e liev ed  in  an d , as is g en era lly  h ea lth y  w h en  
w o rk in g  w ith  teen ag e rs , w e  also  re se rv e d  a space  for d e te rm in e d  ap a th y , 
if n e e d e d . T he re su lts  w e re  q u ite  good , a n d  m o re  im p o rtan tly , m y  classes 
se em e d  to  en joy  th e  ch a llen g e  a n d  rea l m ea n in g  of d e a lin g  w ith  su ch  a 
sub ject, in  w h a te v e r  m a n n e r th ey  chose.
A  few  m o n th s  la ter, a recess co n v ersa tio n  I h a d  w ith  a g ro u p  of 
six th  g ra d e  g irls  e n e rg ize d  m e to  in c lu d e  all m y  s tu d e n ts  in  the  debate . 
T he g irls  h a d  a sk e d  m e w h a t I th o u g h t h a p p e n e d  to u s  w h e n  w e d ie  an d  
a fte r  m a k in g  a c o u p le  g en era l s ta te m e n ts  a b o u t m aybes, try in g  n o t to  ta in t 
th e ir  o w n  id eas, 1 a sk ed  th e  k id s  a b o u t th e ir th o u g h ts . A m o n g  the  fo u r of 
u s, th e re  w as su ch  d iv e rs ity  of o p in io n  a n d  c rea tiv ity  of d e ta il th a t it 
se em e d  ev e ry o n e  c o u ld  b en efit fro m  ex am in in g  th is  q u e s tio n  together.
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V isio n  o f G od
G o d  is e v e ry th in g  th a t can  n o u r ish  us. H e 's  in  th e  su n  w h ich  g ives 
u s  life a n d  p o w er. H e 's  in  th e  e lk  a n d  bu ffa lo  w h ich  g ive  u s  food  to 
su rv iv e . H e 's  in  th e  v eg e tab les  a n d  fru it to  k eep  u s  h ea lth y . H e 's  all 
a ro u n d  fo r so m eo n e  to  ta lk  to. H e 's  th e re  w h e n  w e  n e e d  h e lp  w ith  
so m e th in g . H e 's  a ro u n d  u s a n sw e rin g  o u r p ray e rs . G o d  is m y  D ad  an d  
M om .
by  E ugene  G iago
V isio n  of G od
G o d  is a s ta irw ay  to o u r  d e stin y  
G o d  is an  o ld  m a n  te lling  sto ries 
G o d  is a  p re -m a tu re  baby  liv ing  a g a in s t all o d d s  
G o d  is an  im ag e  on ly  ce rta in  p eo p le  can  see 
G o d  is a b e h e m o th  c lo u d  co v erin g  th e  sky
by  E arl B rew er
V is io n  o f G od
M y v isio n  of G o d  is a little  k id  p lay in g  in  the  d irt. H e is in sid e  of 
m e. G o d  is th e  d ir t  th e  k id  p lay s in. H e  is e v e ry th in g  a ro u n d  the  k id . H e is 
th e  to y s th e  k id  p lay s  w ith . H e  is the  b lu e  sky  ab o v e  h im . H e  is the  school 
th e  k id  goes to. G o d  is love in  th e  k id  a n d  e v e ry o n e  else in  th e  w o rld .
by  M ike K ocer
V is io n  o f G od
M y v isio n  of G o d  is all a ro u n d  us. H e looks like a tree  w ith  H is 
a rm s  s tre tc h ed  o u t a n d  p ro tec tin g  u s from  th e  sun . G o d  is like the  m oon  
g iv in g  u s  lig h t to  see a t n ig h t. T he E arth  is G o d 's  face sh o w in g  all over the  
p lace.
by  S an d y  R ed F ea ther
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V is io n  o f G od
M y v is io n  of G o d  is a sp ir it m o v in g  w ith  u s  th ro u g h  every  step  w e 
tak e  a lo n g  o u r  p a th  of life. H e  is in  every  liv ing  th in g , in  th e  trees, h e lp in g  
it m o v e  its  leaves, in  a rock , h e lp in g  it live. H e  is in  us, h e lp in g  us p a in t all 
th e  co lo rs of th e  w o rld .
H e  lives in  u s  as w e  cross th e  b e a tin g  sunse t. H e  is w ith  u s th ro u g h  
th e  co m in g  m oon . H e  is th e re  w h e n  w e  h e a r  th e  r iv e rs  roar. T he G rea t 
S p irit is th e re  w h e n  love  a n d  h a te  is in  th e  p a in tin g  w in d s .
by  A n n a  D iaz
M y V is io n  of G od
I p ic tu re  G o d  like a b ig  ball of fire ju s t like th e  sun , b u t  y o u  can  
o n ly  see H im  in  y o u r  m in d . L ike a d ia m o n d  th a t g lo w s so b righ t, 
so m e tim es  H e  w ill ca tch  y o u r  eye, b u t on ly  for a second . W hen  y ou  die, 
y o u  can  see H im  all y o u  w an t, b u t  u n til y o u  d ie  y o u  can  on ly  see H im  in 
y o u r  d ream s. H is  b o w  is as s tro n g  as a g rea t oak  a n d  H is a rro w  is like a 
l ig h tn in g  bolt. H is  p o n y  is like th e  w in d  a n d  it is H is d e s tin y  to kill 
e v e ry th in g  evil in  H is p a th .
by  D u s ty  Black Elk
V isio n  o f G od
M y v is io n  of G o d  is an  o ld  L ako ta  chief th a t is w ise  a n d  p o w erfu l. 
W h en  y o u  h a v e  a cho ice  to  d o  g o o d  or bad . H e  is in  y o u r  m in d  say ing , 
d o n 't  d o  bad . W h en  y o u  h av e  a d ream . H e m ig h t be  th e re  te lling  y o u  
so m e th in g  b a d  is g o in g  to  h a p p en .
by  D allas N e lso n
V is io n  o f G od
I v is io n  G o d  as a w h ite  c lo u d  in  th e  sky. 1 th in k  G o d  looks like 
e v e ry b o d y  th a t H e  c rea ted  in th e  w o rld . G o d  can  also  look  very  d iffe ren t 
th a t w e 'v e  n e v e r  seen  in  o u r  lives. If G o d  do es look  like ev ery b o d y . H e 
w o u ld  be all ty p es  of colors.
by  A lisha  P a tto n
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V is io n  o f G od
M y v isio n  of G o d  is th a t H e is a little  boy  s ta n d in g  o n  the  cu rve , 
w a itin g  fo r h is m o m , a n  o ld  lad y  try in g  to  fin d  a b ite  to eat. A p e rso n  on 
th e  s tre e ts  try in g  to  m ak e  it th ro u g h  th e  n igh t. I see G o d  in  e v e ry th in g  th a t 
I see e v e ry d ay , a n d  1 k n o w  G o d  is in  m e.
by  K yle W hite
V isio n  o f G od
I v is io n  G o d  s ta n d in g  in  the  ra in  a n d  H e is in  th e  ra in b o w  w av ing , 
''H i" , m ak in g  p re tty  b r ig h t co lors, p ink , b lue, o range , ye llow . H e is 
h o ld in g  o u t  h is  h a n d  to  th e  sp ir it  eag les d a n c in g  a ro u n d  n e a r  h im . The 
b e a rs  ho lle rin g . T he b o ld  eag les fly ing  in  a circle. T he fish  of an  eye 
g lo w in g  a n d  ju m p in g  u p  to sh a rk s  a n d  w hales.
by  S am m ie  T apio
V isio n  o f G od
I p ic tu re  G o d  ab o v e  us, look ing  d o w n  u p o n  us, a h u g e  b o h em eth  
tita n  to w e rin g  o v e r u s  w ith  a w h ip  of lig h tn in g , a h a m m e r  of m o u n ta in , a 
sa b e r  o f w in d  k n o w n  to  u s  as to rn ad o , a n d  a h u g e  b a ttle  axe m ad e  o u t of 
h u rric a n e . H e is all a ro u n d  us, th e  e lem en ts, th e  w o rld , the  u n iv erse , o u r 
d e s tin y .
by  D av id  W olfe
V isio n  o f G od
M y v isio n  of G o d  is an  In d ia n  w ith  h is face p a in te d  like a w a rrio r  
w h o  w e n t back  in  tim e  a n d  h e lp e d  u s  be  free a n d  g e t o u r  lan d  back. H e 
m a d e  it so  w h ite  p e o p le  w o n 't  kill all th e  In d ian s . H e  h as  a lo t of m uscles.
by  T yler L ittle  F inger
V is io n  o f G od
I see G od , H e  is like th e  E arth . H e 's  like the  rivers, lakes, a n d  sea. 1 
k n o w  o n e  th in g  fo r su re . H e 's  in  m e. H e 's  in  e v e ry b o d y . H e  loves, cares, 
a n d  g ives. H e  gav e  u s  lives to live a n d  live. H e  gave  u s  th e  E arth  to  take  
ca re  of, b u t  w e  m esse d  up . T h ere 's  sin  w ith  y o u  a n d  m e a n d  ev ery b o d y .
by D an i Steele
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V is io n  o f G od
M y v is io n  of G o d  is in  the  flow ers, in  the  trees  lo o k in g  d o w n  from  
th e  to p . M y v is io n  of b e in g  G o d  is p a in fu l, lo o k in g  d o w n  fro m  the  trees to 
see  u s  figh ting . B u t o n e  day . H e  w ill take  us aw ay  a n d  sh o w  us the  rig h t 
w ay .
by  R ay m o n d  G h o st Bear
V isio n  o f G od
I d o n 't  p ic tu re  G o d  as a h u m a n  look ing  p e rso n . I p ic tu re  G o d  as a 
th in g  th a t  lives in  e v e ry o n e  a n d  ev ery th in g . In  all th e  liv ing  th in g s a n d  the 
n o n -liv in g  th in g s , su ch  as rocks a n d  d irt. C o n tro llin g  ev ery th in g , d ec id in g  
w h a t  lives a n d  w h a t dies.
by G ip  Y oung  M an
After D eath
I b e lieve  th a t a fte r y o u  die, y o u r  sp ir it goes to  a p lace  u n k n o w n . It's  
a p lace  so b e a u tifu l th a t n o  one  can  ev er h a rm  it. B ecause it 's  p rec ious like 
a baby . I t 's  a lw ay s  n ice  there , n e v e r a c lo u d  o r a d ro p  of ra in . It 's  so nice 
th a t w h e n  the  w in d  b low s, it sm ells of so m e th in g  sw ee t th a t no  one 
k n o w s. A n d  as th e  su n  goes d o w n , it 's  so b re a th ta k in g  th a t y ou  see the 
su n se t d a n c in g  in  y o u r  eyes. A s y o u  e n te r th o se  p ea rly  gates, you  h e a r a 
w a rm  w e lco m e  th a t y o u 're  finally  hom e. O n  th e  o th e r  s ide  aw a itin g  y o u r 
a rr iv a l a re  y o u r  lo v ed  on es w h o  w e n t before. I t 's  okay  to be  here. In  a 
p lace  u n k n o w n .
by  C h a n d a  T h o m p so n
A fter D eath
A fte r d e a th  to  m e is on  th e  p la in s  w ith  m o u n ta in s  a ro u n d  the  
v illage. T h ere  a re  tip is, p eo p le  la u g h in g  a n d  en joy ing  them selves. 
W h a te v e r  th ey  w a n t  is there . I im ag in e  G od , T u n k asila , as an  In d ian  
w a lk in g  a ro u n d . T a lk in g  to  peo p le . All e v e ry th in g  1 lo v ed  th a t d ied  is 
th e re . T h a t 's  h o w  I im ag in e  th e  n ex t w o rld .
by  E u g en e  G iago
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D eath
P eo p le  d ie  in  a q u ick  h isto ry . W h en  y o u  h ear, it 's  like a m ystery . I 
see p e o p le 's  sh o u ld e rs  d ro o p in g  like tea rd ro p s . D y ing  is like a b lackou t. 
W h en  y o u  a rriv e , it 's  like a w h iteo u t. I p ray  d ay  a n d  n ig h t I w o n 't  go the 
n ex t day . W h en  y o u  ge t in  tro u b le , y o u  h av e  to pay . S om etim es w h e n  1 
aw ak e , I th in k  it 's  all a d ream . T he su n  a n d  th e  s ta rs  a re  like d ream s. 
P eo p le  say in g  w hy . I h e a r  little  p eo p le  say in g  goodbye . T he flow ers are  
b lo o m in g . A n d  th e  n ig h t is g loom ing . Babies are  bo rn . H u m a n s  a re  d y in g  
e v e ry d ay ; p e o p le  a re  to rn  in  tw o.
by  T y ler Seaboy
A fter D eath
W h en  y o u r  b o d y  dies, it tu rn s  in to  a lo t of sm all an im als  w a tch in g  
y o u . W h en  y o u  go  to  h eav en , y o u  w a tch  o v er y o u r fam ily . You p ro tec t 
th em , k eep  th em  safe. T h en  som etim es, y o u r  face is the  su n  w h ich  com es 
o u t a n d  w a tch es  y o u  u n til y o u  go to  bed .
by  R ainelle  T w o Bulls
A fter D eath
I say  liv in g  life is like a stage, so w h e n  y o u  die, it 's  gam e over; you  
go  to  a w h o le  n e w  o th e r  p lace. A  p lace  n o  one  ev er saw  w h e n  th ey  w ere  
a live. A t firs t it ge ts  d a rk , th e n  y o u 'll  be a w ak e n ed  by  little  angels. The 
w h ite  sm o k e  y o u  w a lk  th ro u g h  is like a  b lanke t, it feels y o u r  every  fear, 
p a in , a n d  sa d n ess  th a t y o u  ev er h a d  a n d  it tak es it all aw ay . It's  like the  
o th e r  s id e  of th e  o th e r  w o rld , p eo p le  w ill be  d o in g  good , g u n s  an d  all th a t 
b a d  s tu ff  w ill b e  like can d y , y o u  co u ld  ea t it u p  a n d  m ove  on  w ith o u t 
g e ttin g  h u rt.
by  Joyce B uckm an
D eath
W h en  I look  a t d e a th , I th in k  of w h e n  m y co u sin  d ie d  in  an  
au to m o b ile  acc iden t. D ea th  is a fee ling  in sid e  y o u  th a t n o  one  can  heal. It's  
like  b e in g  a b u tte rf ly  w ith  no  w ings.
by  D an ielle  M erriva l
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A fter D eath
I th in k  d e a th  is n o t so b a d  a n d  th a t w h e n  y o u  die, y o u  go w h e rev e r 
y o u  w a n t to  go  o r be  w h a te v e r y o u  w a n t to  be. I w o n 't  lie, I d o n 't  believe 
in  G o d  o r th e  dev il, b u t  ju s t an  evil s ide  of d e a th  o r life, a n d  I 'm  n o t 
ta lk in g  a b o u t th e  Force. Y ou can  go to  h e av e n  o r hell, go  in to  o u te r  space, 
o r be  re in c a rn a te d . T here  is no  g o o d  in  th e  w o rld , so if th ere  is a heaven , 
th a t 's  th e  on ly  p lace  y o u  c o u ld  go to because  it 's  hell on  E arth . I d o n 't  
k n o w  w h a t 's  g o in g  to h a p p e n  w h e n  I d ie  a n d  I d o n 't  th in k  an y b o d y  does. 
I t 's  h a rd  to  u n d e rs ta n d  w h a t I th in k  a n d  I c a n 't  p u t  it in to  w o rd s  either.
by  K iri H am m o ck  
D ream s of the D ead
T he d re a m s of th e  d e ad  w o u ld  p ro b ab ly  be a b o u t the  d e a th  of 
w a n d e r in g  sou ls. R em em b erin g  th e  love a n d  success th ey  hav e  g o tten  in 
th e  p ast. S eeing  th e  n ex t g en era tio n . Seeing  th e  im age  of the  ones left 
b e h in d .
by  A lisha  P a tto n  
W hat the Sp irits are Say in g
T hey  tell u s  w h e n  d a n g e r is n e a r by  u s in g  th e  w in d , snow , an d  all 
w e a th e r. T hey  tell u s  by  le ttin g  u s  feel th e ir p resen ce  o r by  a c rea tu re  th a t 
w e  n e v e r  saw  before . O r by ju s t le ttin g  u s see them .
by  M orris  W ard
B ein g  A lon e
B eing a lo n e  is like b e in g  w ith  y o u r  in n e r sp irit. Y o u 're  in the  d a rk  
a n d  th e  w in d  ju s t  sh a tte rs  y o u r  sw eat. T hen , w h e n  th e  lig h t com es on, yo u  
co m e o u t of y o u r  d ream .
by  B lue D aw n  L ittle
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Y outh
M an y  of m y  classes sh a red  w ith  m e th e ir  f ru s tra tio n  a t n o t be ing  
h e a rd  o r u n d e rs to o d  by  a d u lt  g en era tio n s. M y s tu d e n ts  som etim es 
th o u g h t, as m ay b e  all teen ag e rs  do, th a t no  one  o u ts id e  of th e ir p e e r  g ro u p  
rea lly  lis te n ed  to  th e ir  voice a n d  th a t th ey  d id  in d e e d  h av e  th in g s to say. 
W ritin g s  th a t illu m in a te d  th e ir  p e rsp ec tiv e  as y o u th  cam e u p  from  tim e to 
tim e  a n d  th ese  w ill c o m p rise  th e  firs t p o rtio n  of th is ch ap te r.
In  re sp o n se  to  th is  fru s tra tio n  of n o t b e in g  h e a rd , I p re se n te d  a 
m o n o lo g u e -b a se d  exercise  d e v e lo p e d  fro m  an  id ea  of a teacher, S tep h en  
O 'C o n n o r, w ith  h is  c lasses in  N ew  Y ork C ity. It seem ed  to  m e th a t 
O 'C o n n o r 's  s tu d e n ts  re la te d  se n tim en ts  a n d  tro u b le s  q u ite  sim ila r to those  
of m y  o w n  s tu d e n ts ; they  ju s t lived  th em  in  a d ifferen t, u rb a n  
e n v iro n m e n t. M y se v en th  g ra d e  c rea tive  w ritin g  class to o k  off w ith  th is 
p e rso n a l m o n o lo g u e  a ss ig n m en t m o d e led  o n  a p o em  w ritte n  by one  of 
O 'C o n n o r 's  s tu d e n ts , "B eing  a K id". M any  of th em  ev en  chose to  u se  tha t 
title , o r a v a ria tio n  thereo f, to  o rg an ize  th e ir th o u g h ts .
A fte r re a d in g  w h a t m y  s tu d e n ts  h a d  w ritte n , I rea liz ed  th a t w e 
c o u ld  go  fu r th e r  w ith  th is  m o n o lo g u e  sty le  of exp ress ion . T his p a rticu la r  
w rit in g  class h a d  co n sis ten tly  re m in d e d  m e th a t, a t th e  b eg in n in g  of the  
year, w e  h a d  d isc u sse d  p oss ib ly  w ritin g  a m ovie . C o m b in in g  the  fac to rs of 
th e  k id s ' d e s ire  to  m ak e  th e ir  voices h e a rd  a n d  n o w  h a v in g  a fo rm at in 
w h ic h  to  say  so m e th in g  w ell, I felt th a t th e  p rev io u s ly  o m in o u s  an d  
p o te n tia lly  d isa s tro u s  task  of m ak in g  a film  w ith  m id d le  school s tu d e n ts  
w a s  n o w  a rea l op tion .
M y s tu d e n ts  w ere  qu ick ly  off a n d  ru n n in g , w ritin g  m o n o lo g u es 
fro m  th e  p e rsp ec tiv e  o f all th e  d iffe ren t so rts  of p eo p le  a n d  p ersona litie s  
th ey  c o u ld  im ag in e  liv in g  on  th e  rese rv a tio n . T hey  b u ilt a b o d y  of w o rk  
th a t b ecam e  a g o o d  m o v ie  en titled , T h ro u g h  O u r Eyes: A  Look a t the  Rez, 
w h ic h  rece iv ed  first p lace  in  the  S o u th  D ak o ta  S tate  M ed ia  Fair in  the 
s p r in g  of 2000. T he k id s ' p e rso n a l s ta te m e n ts  h o ld  th e  w h o le  p ro jec t 
to g e th e r  a n d  th ey  a re  th e  som e of the  se lec tions th a t a p p e a r  a t th e  en d  of 
th is  c h ap te r .
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M y B ike
I like m y  bike 
It 's  sh iny  
A n d  it 's  c lean  
A n d  it goes fast 
D o w n  th e  hill 
A n d  the  reflecto rs sh in e  like gold  
It m ean s a lo t to  m e
by  K yle W hite
W hat is  a Friend?
A frien d  is so m eo n e  w h o  is w ith  y o u  in  w h a te v e r  y o u  do.
A  frien d  is a p e rso n  y o u  can  ta lk  to, so m eo n e  w h o 'll  listen.
A  frien d  is som eone  y o u  c a n 't  ex p la in  in  one  w o rd .
A frien d  tells th e  tru th , he  or she  cares.
by  D u s ty  N elson
Friends
F rien d s  n e v er let go; th ey  s tay  b y  y o u r  side.
T hey  a re  th e re  w h e n  y o u  n e ed  them .
Y ou go th ro u g h  a lo t together.
F rien d s stay  w ith  y ou  u n til the  end .
by  L ynelle  R u n n in g  H aw k
A s if
A s if, as in  su p p o s in g  
N e v er le ttin g  on, k n o w in g .
As if, as in  d en y in g  
N e v er le tting  one, sh in ing .
A s if, as in  sm ilin g  
N e v er le tting  her, re m in d  m e.
A s if, as in  carin g  
N e v er le ttin g  one, n u r tu re  m e.
by  E dee  C lifford
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If I Ran the S chool
If I ra n  th e  school, it w o u ld  be a jew el. It w o u ld  be so 
p le a sa n t, ju s t as a p h e asa n t. A n d  w h e n  y o u  look  a t th e  floor, it w o u ld  
sp a rk le , so  as th e  doo r. A n d  as y o u  p eek  o u t th e  w in d o w s , y ou  w o u ld  
seek  n o  so rro w . B ut as y o u  w a tch  th e  k id s p lay , y o u  w o u ld n 't  h av e  to say, 
hey!! T he k id s  w o u ld  be  filled  w ith  joy a n d  g lory , th ey  w o u ld n 't  n e ed  any  
m o re  sto ry . So ju s t  rem em b er, if I ra n  the  school, it w o u ld  be cool.
by  D ena C olhoff
W ho am I?
I am  a h o rse  th a t ru n s  th ro u g h  th e  valley  a fte r a colt is born .
I am  a c lo u d  th a t m o v es across the  sky like a b ig  b rick  w all th a t
b reak s  the  sun ligh t.
I a m  th e  w in g s  of an  angel th a t so ars  the  ev en in g  sky.
I a m  th e  m o o n  th a t w a tch es  o v e r the  w o rld  of all w orlds.
I am  a p re tty  b u tte rfly  th a t flies across th e  p in k  b lue  sky an d
I a m  a box of toys th a t h o ld s  all these  w o n d ro u s  th ings.
by  A sh ley  Jones
W ho am  I?
I a m  a b u tte rf ly  f lu tte rin g  in  the  w in d . S u re  m y  life w ill e n d  soon, 
b u t  en jo y in g  it w h ile  I can. L ov ing  ev ery o n e  I see. I k n o w  I am  beau tifu l, 
b u t  n o t ta k in g  a d v a n ta g e  of it. N o t look ing  d o w n  o n  o th ers , b u t h e lp in g  
th e m  u p . N o t h o ld in g  th em  back, b u t e n co u rag in g  th e m  to go  on. N o t 
te llin g  e v e ry th in g  th ey  d id  w ro n g , b u t w h a t they  can  d o  righ t. N o t ask ing  
fav o rs  o f them , b u t  h e lp in g  th e m  m eet th e ir needs. I k n o w  w h o  I am . W ell, 
y o u  c a n 't  c h an g e  th e  p ast, b u t y o u  can  h e lp  the  fu tu re .
by  K athy  M cL augh lin
W ho am  I?
I am  a lig h tn in g  b o lt p a ss in g  peop le . I am  a son ic  b oom  b e in g  left 
b e h in d . I am  th e  sm a lles t p e rso n  in  a s ta d iu m  a n d  ev e ry o n e  no tices m e. I 
a m  a p a in te d  p ic tu re  in  th e  a r t  m u se u m  a n d  e v e ry o n e  a d m ire s  it. I am  a 
w o lf  c a tch in g  its p rey .
by  E u g en e  G iago
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W ho am  I?
I am  a ro se  in  a p a tc h  of w eed s .
I am  a s to ry b o o k  w ith  som e d ic tionaries .
I am  a h o u se  cat w ith  lo ts of lions.
1 am  a c h o k ech erry  b u sh  s u r ro u n d e d  by  o ak  trees.
I am  a w in d o w  th a t is b roken .
1 am  a b oy  w ith  lo ts of sisters.
I a m  an  In d ia n  s u r ro u n d e d  by  w h ite  peop le .
I am  a foo tball p lay e r a t a b a sk e tb a ll gam e.
1 am  a cat w ith  a b u n c h  of dogs.
1 am  an  an g el a ro u n d  a lo t of dev ils.
1 a m  a w a lk m a n  in  a Back S tree t concert.
1 am  a b lock  th a t tries  to  fit in to  a circle.
by  D u s ty  Black Elk
WTio am  I?
I a m  th e  w in g s  of a b u tte rfly , co lo rfu l a n d  h a p p y . 1 am  the  b ig  b lue  
sky , a lw ay s  w o n d e r in g  w hy . 1 a m  the  m u d  y o u  s te p  on  a fte r it ra in s. I 'm
n o th in g  b u t a b ig  sta in . 1 am  th e  b ask e tb a ll b o u n c in g  on  th e  floor. 1 am  the
s la m m in g  door. 1 am  n o th in g .
by  K ristie  T ap io
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Survival
S u rv iv a l in  th e  rea l w o rld  is n o t easy , b u t it 's  n o t h a rd . S om etim es 
i t 's  f ru s tra tin g . S o m etim es it is fun . It is so m etim es d ep re ss in g . Y ou 're  
s u p p o s e d  to en joy  th e  fu n  p a rts  w h ile  they  last. T h e re 's  a lso  th is th in g  
ca lled  p rid e . I t 's  a fee ling  y o u  c a n 't  rea lly  exp la in . Y ou feel it for y o u rse lf  
o r so m e o n e  else w h e n  y o u  o r th ey  d o  good . You h a v e  to su rv iv e  by 
y o u rse lf, o r  y o u  can  ask  for h e lp  a n d  p eo p le  m ig h t g ive y o u  su p p o rt.
T h ere  a re  fo u r s tag es of su rv iva l: c h ild h o o d , teen ag e  years, 
a d u lth o o d , a n d  sen io r c itizen sh ip . C h ild h o o d  is fun , y o u  lea rn  a lo t of 
th in g s . P a re n ts  su rv iv e  for you . You c a n 't  w a it to  ge t o lder.
T he tee n ag e  y ea rs  a re  p ro b ab ly  the  h a rd e s t. P eop le  a lw ay s te lling  
y o u  w h a t  to do , h o w  to d o  it, a n d  th e n  say in g  it 's  n o t g o o d  e n o u g h , "g ive  
it y o u r  a ll" . P re tty  soon , y o u 'l l  b e  an  ad u lt, te llin g  tee n ag e rs  w h a t to  do, 
h o w  to  d o  it, a n d  say ing , "g iv e  it y o u r  a ll" . I t 's  all ju s t a cycle.
W h en  y o u 're  o ld  a n d  grey , y o u 'll  be  te lling  p e o p le  tw e n ty  o r th irty  
y e a rs  y o u n g e r  th a n  y o u  all of y o u r  w a r  s to ries  a n d  lo st loves, all the  
th in g s  y o u  d id  a n d  all y o u r  reg re ts . N o t k n o w in g  th a t th ey  d re a d  h e a rin g  
it. T h a t is su rv iv a l.
by  D u s ty  N e lso n  
Short and Tall
S hort ch ild  s ta n d s  b esid e  
Tall p a re n t
C h ild  h o ld s  o n to  h a n d , a lm o st too  h ig h  to reach  
T h a t h e lp s  th em  u p  th e  s ta irs  
Tall p ro te c tin g  sh o rt 
(in e v e ry th in g  w e  let o u rse lv es  see)
A n d  p u ttin g  a w all 
B etw een  sh o rt 
A n d  th e  ta ll w o rld
by  A linéa  G ro e n in g
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M ake-up
H id in g  th e  m o st p re ttie s t s ig h t in  th e  w o rld . H id in g  the  com plex ion  
of G o d  th e  L ord . A n d  le ttin g  go th e  co m p lex io n  y o u  once  had . T h in k in g  
th a t  y o u  m ak e  y o u rse lf  look  be tte r. T h in k in g  th a t y o u  d o n 't  n e ed  books to 
be  seen . B ut b o o k s b rin g  g o o d  looks o u t in  ed u ca tio n . Y ou d o n 't  n eed  
m a k e -u p  to  be p o p u la r . Y ou d o n 't  n e e d  m ak e -u p  to  be b eau tifu l. Y ou just 
n e e d  th e  b e a u tifu l co m p lex io n  th a t G o d  th e  L o rd  gave  you .
by  A sh ley  Jones 
D ream s o f the B ab ies
Y o u n g  sw ee t in n o ce n t so u ls  d re a m in g  of h o w  th ey  cam e to  be. 
S leep in g  in  th e ir  b e d s  w ith  the  m oon , stars, sun , a n d  c lo u d s  h a n g in g  over 
th e ir  h e ad s . H a te , jea lousy , envy , rac ism , a n d  sin  rev o lv in g  in  the  w o rld  
b u t  th ey  h a v e  n o  c lue  of it. T hey  ju s t k n o w  w h e n  to  sm ile, cry, lau g h , an d  
p lay .
T hey  k n o w  w h e n  o th e rs  a re  asleep  b ecau se  e v e ry th in g  ge ts  qu iet; 
th ey  d o n 't  h e a r an y  o ld , o d d  voices. T hey  d re a m  of all th e  th in g s  h e av e n  
w a n ts  th e m  to. W h en  th ey  a w a k e n  w ith  a cry , th e  an g e ls  a re  th e re  to 
c o m fo rt th em  a n d  m ak e  th em  sm ile  a n d  lau g h .
by  S te p h an ie  Sully
Perfect
P erfec t is g reen  p la id  a n d  a w h ite  b lo u se  s tra ig h t a n d  neat, 
tas te less , d o es  n o t feel ro u g h , feels too  sh iny , so u n d s  like shoes c lick ing  in  
a h ig h -ce ilin g ed  hall. Y ou say  T m  perfect. Yes, T m  perfect. A s p e rfec t as a 
se t o f c ro o k ed  tee th . A s p e rfec t as a floo r tiltin g  sh a rp ly . P erfec t for s to rin g  
g lass, is n 't  it? T m  as p e rfec t as a seen  th ro u g h  lie. W hy  c a n 't  y o u  see 
th ro u g h  m e?
by  A linéa  G ro e n in g
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Life as a K id
T o d ay  if y o u  a re  a k id , y o u  n e ed  to keep  y o u r  p riv ileges. If y ou  
w a n t  to  fit in, y o u  h a v e  to  d o  w h a t is go ing  on. L ike d ru g s  a n d  d rin k in g . If 
y o u  d o n 't , th e y 'll  tre a t y o u  like a reject o r so m eth in g . Y ou also  feel like 
y o u  a re  fo rced  to  h a v e  y o u r  p a re n t 's  life, o r o ld e r b ro th e r  o r sister. It gets 
y o u  m ad . W h en  y o u  feel p u sh e d , y o u  h av e  m ore  a n d  m o re  an g e r in sid e  
yo u . I t 's  ju s t like y o u r  p a re n ts  w a n tin g  y o u  to  live th e ir lives.
by  A lisha  P a tto n
To Be a K id
To be a k id  is v e ry  h a rd . I t 's  like a lonely  p lace  w h e re  no  one  p ay s  
an y  a tte n tio n  to you . I t 's  like w h e n  y o u  see a co u p le  of h ig h  school g irls 
a n d  th ey  sm o k e  to  be  cool. Y ou ju s t c a n 't  w a lk  o u t o n  y o u r  ow n; y o u 're  
ju s t a k id . Y ou n e e d  a n  a d u lt  to  w a lk  w ith  you , w a tch  y o u , feed  you , raise  
y o u , a n d  to  care  fo r you .
W hile  y o u  g ro w  u p , y o u  becom e m o re  o b sessed  w ith  w h a t o ld er 
k id s  d o  a n d  so y o u  w a n t to  sm oke  a n d  d r in k  to  be  cool like them , b u t  y ou  
c a n 't  ju s t go  o u t a n d  d o  it. Y ou d o n 't  k n o w  th a t y o u  a re  cool, b u t y o u  are. 
Y our fr ien d s  a lw ay s  tell you . But, so m etim es fr ien d s  th a t y o u  th in k  are  
rea l fr ie n d s  a re n 't  a lw ay s  tru e  friends. T h a t 's  w h e n  y o u  feel all a lone.
by  A sh ley  Jones
To Be a T een
B eing a teen  is h a rd  th ese  days. It is easie r to g e t a h o ld  of d ru g s  
a n d  sho ts , a n d  th e  cars go by  like m o sq u ito e s  look ing  fo r b lood . N o t too  
m u c h  h a p p e n s  p hysica lly , b u t  m en ta lly  is w h e re  m o st of th e  d a m a g e  takes 
p lace. T he h u r t  in s id e  b u ild s  u p  so m u ch  th a t y o u  c a n 't  th in k  a t all. 
S o m etim es it ge ts  too  g rea t th a t w e  search  for he lp , b u t  m o st of u s n ev er 
fin d  it.
by  T am i M a tth ew s
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B ein g  a K id  in  P ine R idge
B eing a k id  in  P ine  R idge is h a rd . I live in  th e  c o u n try  a b o u t tw o  
m iles  e a s t of P ine  R idge, b u t  no  m a tte r  w h a t it 's  h a rd . L ike y o u  d o n 't  
k n o w  w h o  to t ru s t  o r w h o  to h a n g  o u t w ith . O th e r  k id s  th in k  y o u 're  
m o m m y 's  b ab y  if y o u  d o n 't  get to go so m ew h ere . K ids tease  y o u  if you  
d o n 't  d o  w h a t th ey  w a n t, like sm oke, d rin k , a n d  g e t h ig h  a n d  all that.
G ro w n -u p s  th in k  u s  k id s  d o n 't  h av e  p ro b lem s, b u t  w e  do. L ike 
th e y 'l l  say , "O h , y o u 're  ju s t th irteen , y o u  d o n 't  h av e  an y  rea l p rob lem s. " 
B ut th e y 're  w ro n g . S om etim es o u r  p ro b lem s a re  b ig g er th a n  the adu lts! 
T h a t 's  w h a t i t 's  like b e in g  a k id  in  P ine  R idge.
by  Tia C atches
To Be a K id
To be a k id  it 's  like b e in g  s tro n g  a n d  b e in g  to u g h . Y ou h a v e  to 
s ta n d  u p  fo r w h a t y o u  be lieve  in  a n d  w h a t 's  rig h t. P eop le  try  to  p u sh  y ou  
a ro u n d , b u t  y o u  g o tta  tell th em  th a t y o u 're  y o u r  o w n  self. P eop le  try  to 
fo rce  y o u  to d o  d ru g s , so m etim es y o u  do  it, so m e tim es y o u  d o n 't . 1 g uess 
it all d e p e n d s  o n  th e  p e rso n  y o u  a re  a n d  th e  p e rso n  y o u  w a n t to  be.
B eing a k id  is like b e in g  in  y o u r  o w n  w o rld  a n d  m ak in g  y o u r  o w n  
decision . W h at h a p p e n s  to y o u  w h e n  y o u 're  a k id  sticks w ith  y o u  in  y o u r 
fu tu re . W h a tev e r y o u  w a n t to  d o  is w h a t y o u 're  g o n n a  do. Y our p a re n ts  
can  try  to h e lp  y o u , b u t  th ey  c a n 't  k eep  y o u  locked  u p  in  a cage. W hen  
y o u 're  a k id , y o u  g o tta  be  like a k id  o r be th e  w a y  y o u  w an t.
by  B lue D aw n  L ittle
To Be a K id
To be a k id  is like b e in g  y o u r  o w n  boss. It is h a rd  h e re  a n d  there . 
G ro w n -u p s  a re  too  stric t, n o b o d y  w ill g e t off y o u r  back. S om etim es, you  
feel th e  w o rld  is a g a in s t y o u  a n d  y ou  c a n 't  tru s t n o b o d y . S om etim es 
y o u 're  so  b o red , y o u  feel like y o u 're  sev en ty  o r so m e th in g . S om etim es, 
y o u  ju s t  w a n t y o u r  o w n  space  to ge t y o u r  h e ad  to g e th er. S om etim es, you  
w ish  y o u  liv ed  in  a b ig g er city. S om etim es, y o u  feel like e v e ry b o d y 's  o u t 
to  g e t you .
by  C u rtis  R ed O w l
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To Be a C h ild
I am  a ch ild  fu ll of fear, a n d  I ge t scared  w h e n  n o  one  is near.
I a m  a ch ild  fu ll of h opes, d ream s, a n d  fan tasies.
I am  a ch ild  n o t accep ted  for w h o  I am .
I a m  a ch ild  b e in g  to ld  w h a t to  d o  ag a in  a n d  again .
I am  a ch ild  b e in g  s to m p e d  to th e  g ro u n d .
I am  a ch ild  w h o  falls b u t  rem a in s  p ro u d .
I am  a ch ild  w h o  tries  b u t n e v e r w ins.
I am  a ch ild  w h o  cries a t th e  w in d .
by  L arissa  Ross
To Be a K id
To be a k id  is like h a v in g  no  resp o n sib ilitie s  a n d  n o t h a v in g  to 
w o rry  a b o u t a n y th in g . I t 's  all a b o u t y o u  a n d  w h a t y o u  w an t, b u t to  you  
n o th in g  rea lly  m a tte rs . E v ery th in g  is all ju s t fu n  a n d  gam es, b u t as y ou  get 
o ld e r  y o u  g ra d u a lly  lose th e  in s ig h t of b e in g  a k id  a n d  e v e ry th in g  s ta rts  to 
m a tte r .
by  E arl B rew er
To Be a K id
B eing a k id  is like b e in g  a ra in d ro p  in th e  d e se r t w h e re  it 's  h o t an d  
d ry ; y o u 're  all a lone  u n til y o u  h it the  g ro u n d  a n d  b ecom e p a rt  of th e  sand . 
Y ou beco m e  d ry , y o u  g ro w  u p  a n d  b len d  in  o r a re  m ix ed  in  w ith  th e  res t 
of th e  peo p le . A n d  th e n  y o u 're  p a r t  of the  rea l gam e, y ou  a re  n o t a lone  
a n y m o re . Y ou a re  an  ad u lt.
by  Isaac R ed O w l
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To Be a T een
I feel th e  w o rld  lo o k in g  a t m e w ith  evil jea lo u s eyes. 1 w a tch  TV 
a n d  see  p e o p le  across th e  w o rld  w h o  d o n 't  h av e  a n y th in g  a t all; no  food, 
no  c lo thes, no  n o th in g  a n d  a t n ig h t, w h e n  I th in k  o t th em , I h e a r th e ir 
d y in g  cries. P eo p le  a re  jea lous o t m e because  I d o n 't  ru n  a ro u n d  a n d  s ta rt 
tig h ts  a n d  m ak e  enem ies. I live in  a w o rld  tilled  w ith  loneliness, h a tred , 
a n d  jea lo u sy , b u t  th e re 's  a w h o le  n ew  g en era tio n  w h o  co u ld  do  so m e th in g  
a b o u t th a t. I h a v e  tu n  a n d  d o n 't  w o rry  som etim es. I like to  live in  
ex c ite m en t a n d  d o  th is  a n d  that. To be a teen  is h a rd . 1 d o n 't  th in k  1 w o u ld  
g e t th ro u g h  all m y  d a y s  w ith o u t a tr ie n d  b esid e  m e. I w a n t the  w o rld  to 
see m e  as m e a n d  I w a n t th e  w o rld  to let m e be.
by  S tep h an ie  Sully
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C o lo rs
C olo rs c o m m u n ica te  d irec tly  to  th e  h u m a n  sou l a n d  evoke  im ages 
a n d  fee lings so s tro n g , th ey  a re  o ften  b e y o n d  w o rd s  a n d  q u ite  d ifficu lt to 
w rite  ab o u t. I b e lieve  y o u n g  p eo p le  experience  co lors in  a n  especially  
in te n se  a n d  p u re  w a y  th a t they  u n d e rs ta n d , b u t  so m e tim es can n o t 
exp la in . I t 's  v e ry  easy  fo r k id s to  lingu istica lly  connec t co lo rs w ith  the  
o v e r-re fe re n ce d  objects th a t b e a r a so rt of stale, generica lly  accep ted  sh ad e  
a n d  e n d  th e  d isc u ss io n  there .
A r th u r  R im b au d , the  F rench  poe t, c rea ted  a b rillian t poem , 
"V oye lles" , u s in g  the  five m ajo r v o w els  of the  a lp h a b e t as a s tru c tu re  for 
e n g a g in g  w ith  colors. In  th is  w ay , he  cu t lan g u a g e  to  its m o st basic fo rm , a 
s in g le  le tte r, a n d  th e n  c o u ld  m ix  w o rd s  a n d  co lors in  a c rea tiv e  w ay . 
K en n e th  K och d e v e lo p e d  an  a ss ig n m en t th a t u ses  R im b a u d 's  p o em  as an  
exam ple ; I fo llo w ed  K och 's  lead , h o p in g  m y  s tu d e n ts  w o u ld  find  th is 
fo rm a t o f ex p lo rin g  th e  re la tio n sh ip  b e tw ee n  v o w els  a n d  colors so u n d  
e n o u g h  fo r th e m  to  d e v e lo p  som e o rig in a l th o u g h ts . T he k id s  re sp o n d e d  
w ith  p rec is io n  a n d  fre sh n ess  in  th e ir  s ta te m e n ts  a b o u t v a rio u s  colors.
5 V o w e ls
Blue A, Black E, Y ellow  1, W hite  O, R ed U
A, b e au tifu l b lu e  sk ies a n d  th e  co lo r of p e o p le 's  eyes. F low ers th a t
b loom  in sp rin g .
E, th e  b lack n ess of n ig h t a n d  th e  sy m b o l of d e a th  a n d  m isery . W hat 
k e ep s  u s fro m  sleep in g  a n d  the  co lo r of th e  sky  in  s to rm y  n igh ts .
1, th e  m o rn in g  su n  a n d  the  b e au tifu l d a n d e lio n s  th a t take  u p  fields.
O, th e  c lo u d s  th a t cover th e  su n  a n d  the  m ilk  th a t fills y o u r  
th irs ty n e ss  a n d  th e  w h ite s  in  o u r  eyes.
U, th e  b e a u tifu l m o rn in g  sky a n d  the  re m in d e r  of h o t su m m e r
days.
by  G race  B rew er
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C olored  V o w els
Blue A, G reen  E, P u rp le  1, Black U, S ilver O
A, u p  in  th e  b lu e  sky  u n la tc h in g  a n d  tu rn in g  in to  a b ird  so h igh . A b lue  
jay  sin g in g , look ing , s ta n d in g  on  a po le  so h ig h  in  th e  sky.
E, th e  en v y  of you . T he en v y  of her. I t 's  like say in g  T m  g reen , b u t Tm  
w ise . S itting  o n  th e  g rass  e a tin g  sa lad  a n d  d r in k in g  g reen  kool-aid .
I, th e  fak e  eyes she  has. T he p u rp le  su n se t. T he b ru ise  w h e n  1 h it m y  leg 
a g a in s t th e  b o tto m  of th e  truck .
U, as in  y o u 're  lo st w a lk in g  in  th e  m o o n lig h t. H e r h a ir  flow ing  d o w n  her 
b ack  try in g  to fin d  h e r w ay.
0 ,  th e  e a rr in g  in  h e r to n g u e . T he co lor of h e r car. T he jacket h e r sister 
a lw ay s  b o rro w e d . T he su n g la sse s  o n  h e r  face.
by  M inn ie  B o u rd eau x
V o w els  and C olors
A, b lac k b o a rd s  a re  b lack  as n ig h t. B eards w o v e n  to g e th e r  by  loom s as 
d a rk  as th e  b eard s . N ig h t d a rk e r  th a n  a closet.
E, p in k  b e a u tifu l lips la rge  a n d  lu sc ious. Big fu ll lip s c u t o p e n  a n d  liq u id  
f lo w in g  fro m  them .
1, y e llo w  p ieces of c lo th  s tra n d e d  to g e th e r  in  a g ia n t b ra id . C u t by  a ye llow  
ra z o r  b lade .
O , o ra n g e  o ran g e s  sw ee t w h e n  th ey  h it y o u r  to n g u e . O ra n g e  ha ir 
sw in g in g  in  th e  w in d .
U, re d  b lo o d  flo w in g  fro m  the  c u t on  m y finger. D ry in g  a n d  flo w in g  a t the  
sa m e  tim e.
by  S onn i R ichards
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V o w els  and C olors
A, b lu e , early  in  th e  d ay  w h e n  th e  su n  com es u p , it 's  a b e au tifu l co lor
blue.
E, b lack , la te  in  s to rm y  n igh ts , w h e n e v e r  th e  su n  is gone , it tu rn s  b lack
a n d  cold.
I, w h ite , d u r in g  th e  day , w h ite  c lo u d s  in  th e  sky, sn o w  o n  the  g ro u n d , it 's
rea lly  cold.
O , p u rp le , so m etim e  in th e  d ay  th e re  is a specia l tin t in  th e  sky  rig h t 
befo re  th e  su n  goes d o w n , it 's  p u rp le  a n d  b eau tifu l.
U, silver, th e  c lo u d s  so m etim es look  a b it s ilver a n d  spark ly . I t 's  ju s t a
s im p le  color.
by  D aw n  C row e
V o w els
A, b lu e , re m in d s  m e of th e  sky. W hen  d a y s  a re  nice, the  sky  is b righ t. N o 
w o rrie s , h e lp s  m e g e t by.
E, g reen , re m in d s  m e  of peace  a n d  h a p p in e ss .
I, red , re m in d s  m e of d a rk n e ss  a n d  d ea th .
0 ,  w h ite , re m in d s  m e of heav en . It is the  co lo r of th e  c louds.
U, b lack , re m in d s  m e of the  d a rk  p laces in  life. W h en  p eo p le  die, lose their 
fam ily . Black re m in d s  m e of p eo p le  w h o  a re  a lw ay s sad .
by  Lyle W ilson
V o w e ls  and C olors
A, b lu e  is th e  co lo r o f th e  sky  w h e n  c lo u d s  m ak e  w e ird  sh ap es of an im als 
a n d  o th e r  th in g s  y o u  can  im ag ine.
E, re d  is th e  sy m b o l of d a w n  w h e n  the  b e a u tifu l co lo rs sp rin k le  ov e r the  
h ills w ith  th e  scen t of p ine.
1, w h ite  is th e  s ig n  of sn o w  w h ich  falls th ro u g h  th e  a ir in  the  sh a p e  of a 
s ta r  w ith  a m irro r  reflection .
U, g re e n  is th e  sh a d e  g rass  w h e re  b lo sso m s b lo o m  a n d  rab b its  com e to eat. 
O , b lack  is th e  sy m b o l of d a rk n e ss  w h e n  the  c ru e l sw im s th ro u g h  m is ts  of 
fog, th e  s ig n  of d e a th , w h e n  the  g o o d  q u iv e rs  a m o n g s t them .
by  A m ery  B rave H e a rt
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V o w els
B lue A, m o rn in g  sky  sp a rk lin g . B lue jays s ing ing .
R ed  E,  a b lo o d y  fig h t g o ing  on. A re d  h e a d  w a lk in g  d o w n  th e  road . 
G re en  1, ca tch ing  hass. L ook ing  a t g rass.
O ra n g e  O, e a tin g  an  o range . L ook ing  a t leaves in  fall.
Black U, d a rk n e ss  of the  n ig h t. T he b o tto m  of the  sea.
by  RJ P o n d
V o w els  and C olors
A, d e e p  b e lo w  th e  b lack  sea, a lonely  sense  of d a rk n e ss  w h e re  n o th in g  at 
all exists. W here  n o  a ir is he ld ; n o th in g  can  su rv ive .
E, o n  th e  b o tto m  res ts  a su n k e n  sh ip  w h e re  once m an y  w ere  aboard , b u t 
all is lo st a n d  m an y  san k  w ith  th e  sh ip . G reen  m oss is all over the  sh ip  an d  
e m e ra ld s  lie inside.
1, a lo n g s id e  th e  e m e ra ld s  lies a ch est fu ll of go ld , p earls , a n d  silver. N one  
of it is ru s te d  o r p o lish ed . It lay  in  th e  sea  of d a rk n e ss  w a itin g  to be found .
O, it is sa id  on ly  th e  p e rso n  w h o  fo llow s an  all p u rp le  ra in b o w  to w h e re  it 
e n d s  w ill find  th e  tre a su re  b e lo w  th e  se a 's  surface.
U, h e  w a s  to ld  to  fo llow  th e  ye llow  su n  to th e  b o tto m  u s in g  a single air 
tan k . H e  h a d  fifteen  m in u te s  to g e t th e  tre a su re  a n d  com e up .
by  M orris  W ard
Im agin ation
G o o d  m e ta p h o r  is a rg u a b ly  th e  firs t key  to  o rig in a l w ritin g . As th is 
b o o k  h o p e fu lly  d e m o n s tra te s , g e n u in e  ex p erien ce  a n d  e m o tio n  a re  the  
in g re d ie n ts  th a t  g ive  th e  im ages m a d e  by  w ell-ch o sen  w o rd s  th e ir pow er. 
B ut, m y  s tu d e n ts  h a d  to  le a rn  a fo rm u la  for c lean  w ritin g  in o rd e r  to 
d e liv e r  p h ra se s  w ith  p o w er, a n d  th is  b eg an  w ith  m e tap h o r, c ra fting  fresh  
c o m p a riso n s  th a t  in te re s te d  th e  read er.
T he k id s h a d  little  d ifficu lty  trav e lin g  far in to  th e  rea lm  of 
im a g in a tio n . W h en  w e  d isc u sse d  p o ss ib le  n ew  m ean in g s  of the  five w o rd s  
th a t  1 su g g e s te d  b e s t d e sc rib ed  th e  su b s tan ce  of o u r c lassroom  w o rk  -  
s to ry , re a d , create , act, conv ince  -  m y  s tu d e n ts  a lm o st im m ed ia te ly  
c o n s tru c te d  s tro n g  p e rso n a l d e fin itio n s fo r these  term s.
W h en  I cam e across K enneth  K och 's n o tio n  of " th e  th ird  eye", a 
v is io n a ry  tool th a t  sees on ly  w h e n  the  o th e r  tw o  eyes a re  closed, I felt su re  
th is  c o n s tru c t w o u ld  g ive  m y  s tu d e n ts  ro o m  to rea lly  s tre tch  the scope of 
th e ir  a rtis tic  sigh t. T he c ruc ia l lesson  th a t the  k id s ab so rb ed , p ro b ab ly  
u n c o n sc io u s ly , w a s  to  co m p o se  concre te  a n d  specific im ages th a t the ir 
re a d e r  c o u ld  v isu a lize . In  som e w ays, these  w ritin g s  th a t fo llow  la id  the 
g ro u n d w o rk  fo r m u c h  of w h a t w as c rea ted  th ro u g h o u t the  th ree  years.
M etaphor
W h en  y o u  lau g h , i t 's  an  echo of y o u r  past.
T he m o o n  is a ro u n d  d iam o n d .
T he s ta rs  a re  p ieces of m em ory .
T he ocean  is a b la n k e t of d ream ; it las ts fo rever.
A  ra in b o w  is a b r id g e  to y o u r  fu tu re .
by  M inn ie  B o u rdeaux
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C om parisons
F low ers a re  like a b ed  of silk.
D eath  is like a d e ep  d a rk  cave.
Life is an  o p e n  ga tew ay .
C h ild re n  a re  as free  as the  w in d .
S u n lig h t is like a  h o t oven .
H o rses  a re  like c louds, th ey  ro a m  w h e re v e r  th ey  w an t.
L oneliness is as ca lm  as a n ig h t sky.
Life is like a w atch , y o u  n e v e r k n o w  w h e n  it w ill stop.
by  G race  B rew er
C om parisons
M y h a t is like an  u m b re lla  in  the  sun .
T he m o o n  is a lan te rn , it lig h ts  u p  th e  n igh t.
A  b o o k  is a d o o r, it c an  o p e n  a n d  close.
G rass  is a b ig  c a rp e t th a t covers th e  w o rld .
A  s ta r  is a d is ta n t flash lig h t in  th e  d a rk  of o u te r  space.
by  S te p h en  E agle Bull
C om parisons
A sh ee t is like a w a v e  in  th e  ocean.
by  B ra n d o n  B rave H e a rt
A  shell is like a book , they  a re  b o th  h a rd  w ith  m an y  sto ries  to  tell.
by  Jo h n  L ittle  F inger
D ea th  is u s  m o v in g  o n to  a n o th e r  life.
by  JR R ich a rd s
A p la n e t is a seed  th a t 1 w a n t to ho ld .
T he s ta rs  a re  like sa lt to  G od.
by T ony  W easel Bear
G loves a re  like an  ex tra  h an d .
T he su n  sh in es like  a crystal.
by  D allas N elson
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A tu n n e l is like a g ia n t 's  ring .
by Jessie S tar C om es O u t
C om parisons
M y b ro th e r  is an  en e rg ize r b u n n y .
A d o g  is a fa ith fu l leader.
A  p h o n e  is a co n n ec tio n  of love.
T he ocean  is C o d 's  b a th tu b .
C hess is like rea l life.
M usic is the  w ay  of w o rd s .
P a rad ise  is a d ream .
F rien d s a re  fo rever.
R ead in g  is th e  w o rld .
I am  the  tru e  ru n  ru n .
by  D u n c an  D eon
C om parisons
C lo u d s  a re  co tto n  balls.
A b east is anger.
A su n  is flam ing .
A sky  g lides.
A  la d y b u g  sings.
by  D ena  C olhoff
Third Eye
M y th ird  eye  w o u ld  be ab le  to see in to  th e  p a s t, fu tu re , p re sen t, a n d  
fa r in to  a d iffe ren t w o rld . W h en  I see the  fu tu re , I see tw o  peop le . T hey  are  
v e ry  y o u n g  ch ild ren ; th ey  a re  ageless. B ut m y p a s t is v e ry  o ld , p eo p le  th a t 
ag e  fo rev e r a n d  ever. W h en  I see p resen t, I see p e o p le  k illin g  a n d  figh ting .
I c an  see fa r a n d  close in  a n d  o u t of so m eth ing .
by  Tia C atches
Third Eye
M y th ird  eye  can  see th e  c lear b lu e  sky a n d  n o t th e  d ir t  th a t is in it.
by  K iri H a m m o c k
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Eye B etw een  M y Eyes
T he eye b e tw ee n  m y  eyes can  see ev ery th in g . It can  see a p o t of 
g o ld  u n d e r  a ra in b o w , th e  p e a rl in sid e  a clam . It can  see an  angel fly ing  in  
th e  sky. It can  see G od , the  one  w h o  loves us.
by  C h an elle  D ouville  
Eye B etw een  M y Eyes
W h en  1 close m y  eyes, the  eye b e tw ee n  m y  eyes o p e n s  a n d  h e lp s 
m e see  e v e ry th in g  th a t  1 d re a m  of. A ll m y  fan tasies. M y th ird  eye is m y 
im ag in a tio n .
by  Jearm ie T ru eb lo o d
Third Eye
W ith  m y  th ird  eye, 1 can  see th e  bees a n d  b ird s  th a t fly by  m e.
W h en  1 o p e n  it u p , it feels m y  tw o  eyes d o n 't  tru s t, w h ich  m ak es m e see 
d iffe re n t th in g s , b u t  1 w ill a lw ay s like the  eyes o n  m e.
by  G eo rg in a  L ittle  H a w k
Third Eye
W h en  1 s h u t  m y  eyes, m y  th ird  eye  can  see e v e ry th in g  th a t m y  
o th e r  eyes c a n 't  see. It can  see th e  s ta rs  u p  close a n d  th e  m o o n  m o re  
c learly . It can  see eag les fly ing  a ro u n d  th e  B ad lands. T h a t is w h a t m y  th ird  
eye  can  see.
by  T on ia  Scabby Face 
T he Eye B etw een  M y Eyes
T he th in g s  1 c o u ld  see w o u ld  be like fly ing  u n ico rn s  th a t d an ce  
ab o v e  m y  b ed  a n d  sing  re lax in g  songs. 1 w o u ld  be ab le  to see m y  g u a rd ia n  
angel. She w o u ld  tell m e  h e r  o p in io n s  of m y  life. A n d  h o w  to  fix them .
by  D ena  C olhoff
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N o th in g
T he w h o le  pencil is n o th in g .
It lies th e re  a n d  does n o th in g .
Y ou p ick  it u p  a n d  crea te  m an y  th ings.
It is th e  w in d o w  to  c reativ ity .
by  G race  B rew er
N e w  D e fin itio n s
Story: a ta le  th a t  w ill m ak e  y o u r  eyes g low  w ith  in te re s t a n d  y o u r  m in d  
fill w ith  excitem en t.
R ead: to  u n d e rs ta n d  th e  m ea n in g  of a book  th a t fills y o u r  h e a rt w ith  joy 
C reate : to  b rin g  a s to ry  a live  w ith  w o rd s  th a t scare  you .
Act: to d o  so m e th in g  in  fro n t of p eo p le  to  g ive  th em  e n te r ta in m e n t a n d  fill 
th e ir  m in d s  w ith  ex c item en t o r m ay b e  d isa p p o in tm e n t.
C onv ince: to  h a v e  so m eo n e  be lieve  w h a t y o u 're  say ing .
by  C h an e lle  D ouv ille
N e w  D efin it io n s
A sto ry  is a n a rra tiv e  to ld  by  th e  an c ien t on es o r w ritte n  by  the  n ew  
g en era tio n . S o m eth in g  y o u  carry  in  y o u r  h e a r t fo rever.
To re a d  is to tak e  so m e th in g  in  a n d  rem e m b e r it for th e  re s t of y o u r  life.
To c rea te  is to m ak e  so m e th in g  a n d  to p u t  a p iece  of y o u  in  each  a n d  every  
little  w o rd  or th ing .
To ac t is to  becom e, p re te n d  y o u 're  so m eo n e  else a n d  leave  the  rea l w o rld  
b e h in d .
To co n v in ce  so m e b o d y  th a t th e re  rea lly  is a d ra g o n  liv in g  u n d e r  y o u r  bed .
by  K iri H a m m o c k
N e w  D efin it io n s
A sto ry  is a p o r tra it  in to  a n o th e r  w o rld , an y  w o rld  I choose.
R ead  is to  go  o v e r so m e th in g  th a t w as  th o u g h t of by an o th er.
C rea te  is to  b rin g  so m e th in g  o u t of m y  m in d  to reality .
A ct is to sh o w  action  from  an  e m o tio n a l be ing .
C onv ince  is to  g ive  rea lity  to an o th e r.
by  W alker T h o m p so n
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N e w  D efin it io n s
S tory  is a w o rld  w h e re  I can  ge t aw ay .
R ead  is w h e n  I re a d  to  m y  little  b ro th e r  a n d  he falls asleep.
C rea te  is w h e n  I let w h a t 's  in sid e  com e o u t th ro u g h  m y  pencil.
A ct is a  w a y  of ex p re ss in g  m yse lf to o th e r  peop le .
C onv ince  is w h e n  I ta lk  m yse lf in to  so m e th in g  a n d  w in.
by  K ayla M atth ew s
Im agine
A ll p eo p le  h a v e  im a g in a ry  th o u g h ts , m in e  ju s t h a p p e n  to  see 
v is io n s  of w o rld s  in  th e  c lo u d s a n d  carn iv a ls  in  th e  p o n d , oceans w ith  no  
se a w e e d  a n d  fish. I c o u ld  see k id s p lay in g  catch  w ith  stars.
by  T ia C atches
Im agination
W h en  y o u  w a n t to  g e t o u t of life, y o u  call fo r im a g in a tio n  a n d  it 
com es a n d  tak es y o u  aw ay  to  a n ew  life.
by  Jeann ie  T ru eb lo o d
Im agination
Im ag in a tio n  is w h e n  y o u  o p e n  y o u r  eyes to  th e  w o rld  b e y o n d  an d  
d o n 't  let p e o p le  h o ld  y o u  back. To fulfill y o u r d ream s.
by  K ayla M atth ew s
Im agination
Im a g in a tio n  is like a w h o le  n e w  w o rld . Y ou c o u ld  hav e  
im a g in a tio n  w h e n  y o u 're  asleep  or w h e n  y o u 're  w ritin g . A lso, w h e n  
re a d in g  a book , y o u  co u ld  p u t  y o u rse lf  in  th e  sp o t of th e  charac te r. It is 
im p o r ta n t  so y o u  can ge t re a d y  for the  fu tu re , th in k  a h e a d  w h e n  y o u  are  
fee lin g  d o w n  a n d  it w ill p ro b ab ly  ch eer y o u  u p . Im a g in a tio n  can  h e lp  you  
th ro u g h  life.
by  D erek  M artin ez
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Im agination
Im ag in a tio n  is th e  sea of co lors th a t flow s in  y o u r  m ind . 
Im a g in a tio n  is th e  p in k ish  o ran g e  of d a w n  a n d  th e  b lu ish  p u rp le  of 
su n se t. E v e ry d ay  su n se t, su n rise , su n rise , su n se t. F eed in g  y o u r  sou l an d  
w a te r in g  y o u r  m in d . T he so u n d  p ro o f d im e n sio n  in  w h ic h  y o u  live at 
n ig h t. W h ere  a n y th in g  y o u  w a n t is y o u rs  a n d  is. Im ag in a tio n  is th e  key of 
e v e ry th in g  th a t w as  a n d  is to be.
by  C a rm e n  Found
Im agination
Im a g in a tio n  is w h e n  y o u r  th o u g h ts  b rin g  y o u  in to  a n ew  w orld . 
L ike w h e n  y o u  see a b u tte rfly  f lu tte r  in  th e  sky  as y o u r  tea rs  b eg in  to dry . 
Im a g in a tio n  is w h e n  th e  rea l w o rld  is a b a n d o n e d  by  y o u r  heart. Like 
w h e n  y o u  im ag in e  th a t  y o u r  h e a rt b rin g s  a p a r t  the  co lo rs of the  ra inbow . 
Im a g in a tio n  is w h e n  T m  b o red , hav e  n o th in g  to do , a n d  go in  search  of 
so m e th in g  to w rite  ab o u t. L ike w h e n  I sit a n d  d a ze  a b o u t u n ico rn s , 
b e a u tifu l w a terfa lls , a n d  an  eag le  fly ing  th ro u g h  th e  sky.
by  A sh ley  Jones
Life
M any  tim es m y  s tu d e n ts  w o u ld  e x p a n d  a sub jec t w e  w ere  
s tu d y in g , go  in  a u n iq u e  d irec tio n  w ith  an  a ss ig n m en t, o r s im p ly  d iscover 
a n  id ea  th a t  in sp ire d  th em  a n d  a b o u t w h ich  th ey  h a d  so m e th in g  to  say.
All of th ese  p o ss ib ilities  w ere  h ig h ly  e n co u rag e d  w h e n  th e  k id s ' energy  
w a s  m o v in g  in  a p o sitiv e  a n d  crea tive  d irec tion . T he se lec tions of th is 
c h a p te r  cover a w id e  field  of top ics a n d  v e ry  o ften  p re se n t a u n iq u e  look 
a t so m e  of life 's  co m p o n en ts .
In  som e w ay s, th ese  a re  the  w ritin g s  th a t d id n 't  q u ite  fit in to  any  of 
th e  o th e r  sections, b u t  s to o d  o u t as w o rth y  of c o n s id e ra tio n  in  th e ir 
d e p ic tio n  of g e n e ra l tru th s . T he final sev en  p o e m s in  th e  c h a p te r  all follow  
th e  Jap an ese  h a ik u  fo rm at, a n d  a re  all u n titled , so th ey  h av e  b een  g ro u p e d  
to g e th e r  u n d e r  th e  h e a d in g  of "h a ik u " .
Eyes
To be th e  eyes of a p e rso n  w o u ld  be  like e x p lo rin g  a n ew  an d  
d iffe ren t w o rld  of sigh ts. Eyes can  see g o o d  th in g s  a n d  th ey  a lso  see the 
w o rs t  o f th ings . T hey  g ive y o u  a sense  of d irec tio n . A  sen se  of k n o w in g  
w h e re  y o u  are. A n d  k n o w in g  w h a t k in d  of p e rso n  y o u  are. Eyes see ing  
g o o d  th in g s  like a m iracle , o r a n e w  b o rn  baby . A n e w  life eq u a ls  a n ew  
se t of eyes. As eyes, y o u  w o u ld  also  see b a d  th in g s  like a p e rso n  dy ing . A 
se t of eyes b e in g  lost.
by  R a y m o n d  G h o s t Bear
Mr. T im e
M r. T im e is six foo t one, d resse s  like a casu a l p e rso n  in  b lu e  jeans 
a n d  w h ite  sh irt. M r. T im e is a c o m p a n io n  to  us. H e lives in sid e  o u r m in d s. 
W e h a rd ly  th in k  a b o u t h im ; w h e n  w e  do , w e 're  e ith e r  w o rried , excited , o r 
an x io u s . W e can  rep la y  h im  back  to  a specific tim e in  th e  past. W h en  w e 
g e t o ld , w e  so m e tim es fo rg e t tim e  is there .
by  Isaac R ed O w l
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Separateness
E veryone  w ra p p e d  u p  in  th e ir o w n  cocoon  of silence 
O r of no isy  a g re em e n t w ith  ev e ry th in g .
C o v erin g  u p  fear o r sh am e
H o ld in g  e v e ry th in g  to  you rse lf, n o t se lfishness b u t p ro tec tion .
If e v e ry o n e  sh a re d  all th e ir th o u g h ts , th ey  m ig h t lose them selves.
W alk in g  d o w n  a b u sy  s id ew alk , look ing  a t th e  g ro u n d  
N e v e r n o tic in g  th e  o th e rs  w a lk in g  by 
O r p re te n d in g  n o t to.
by  A linéa  G ro en in g  
Mr. and M rs. G reedy
T hey  live in  an  o ld  m an s io n  th a t u se d  to  be  a co llege school. They 
h a v e  sev en  c h ild re n  a n d  h a v e  n e v e r se t foo t on  th e ir o w n  p o rch  since they  
m o v e d  there . P eo p le  th in k  th ey  a re  angels  th a t a re  h id in g  a n d  w o rsh ip  
th e m  for th e ir  fo o d  a n d  c lo th ing , b u t they  ju s t call th e  po lice  a n d  h av e  
th e m  a rre s te d  (even  th e  k ids).
In  each  sp a re  room , th e re  is a specia l d ev ice  like a m ach in e  pool. 
T hey  h a v e  o v e r 4,995,500.1 do lla rs . T hey  ev en  h a v e  th e ir  o w n  gas p u m p s. 
H o w  g ree d y  th ey  are , n o t sh a rin g . T hey  ev en  h a v e  e lectric  fences. E very  
tim e  so m eo n e  ask s fo r so m eth in g , M r. a n d  M rs. G re ed y  call those  p eo p le  
g reed y , b u t  th ey  d o n 't  look  a t th e ir  o w n  selves.
by  D ale P ine
Life
Life is so p rec io u s , espec ia lly  w h e n  y o u 're  f ig h tin g  for it.
Life is a b o o k  th a t n e v e r  closes u n til y o u  g ive  u p  y o u r  on ly  hope .
Life is a c a rd  ca ta lo g  a n d  if y o u  p ick  u p  the  w ro n g  card , it w ill say  d o n 't
g ive  up .
Life is a p a p e r  th a t d o e sn 't  n e e d  any  w ork .
by  R onn ie  Beane
Life
I th in k  life is like a b u tte rfly . So frag ile, it can  be sm a sh e d  easily .
by  K iri H a m m o c k
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W ords o f L ife and D eath
T he w o rd s  o f life a re  w o rd s  of joy, 
b u t  th e  w o rd s  of d e a th  a re  sad  a n d  lonely .
A n d  often , d e a th  is soft a n d  peacefu l 
A n d  life is o ften  stale.
by  Tia C atches
F ifteen  W ays of L ook in g  at L ife
S p a rk lin g  c lear w a te r  ru n n in g  a lo n g  as a riv e r 
w ith  th e  peb b les  sh o w in g  a t th e  b o tto m .
L eaves fa lling  fro m  trees to  th e  g ro u n d  a n d  w a tch in g  th e  tree  s ta r t a new
life.
A  d e e r  ru n n in g  a lo n g  th e  h e rd  w ith  fast legs.
D an cin g  w ith  y o u r  m ig h t a t a p o w -w o w  or S u n  D ance.
F eeling  the  w in d  b low  a g a in s t y o u r  face.
C lean in g  u p  so w eTl h av e  a b e tte r  chance  a t a h e a lth y  life. 
L ea rn in g  in  y o u r  c la ssro o m  so y o u 'll  k n o w  m o re  for y o u r career.
A n  eag le  fly ing  in  th e  m o u n ta in s  a lo n g  th e  h o rizon .
A b e a r w a tch in g  h e r  cu b s ru n  a n d  p lay  w ith  glee.
W atch in g  a ro se  b lo o m  in  th e  su n rise .
W atch in g  a h o rse  ru n  w ith  free d o m  in  th e  w ild  fields.
W atch in g  a b u tte rf ly  fly th ro u g h  th e  sky, th en  lan d  o n  a flow er.
A bee b u z z in g  a n d  su ck in g  th e  n ec ta r o u t fo r food.
R u n n in g  a lo n g  the  seasho re , ru n n in g  aw ay  fro m  th e  fifteen  w ays.
A  fro g  h o p p in g  on  a lily p a d  fro m  b a n k  to  bank .
by  K athy  M cL augh lin
W here the B lue R ose G row s
T he b lu e  ro se  g ro w s in  a little  to w n  called  D ream . T he b lue  rose  
g ro w s  in  a g a rd e n  by  a v e ry  b lu e  lake. T he w a te r  so a k ed  in to  the  ro o ts  of 
e v e ry  rose , so th ey  tu rn e d  b lue. T he b lu e  rose  is k n o w n  as th e  flo w er of 
life to  th e  to w n  of D ream .
O n e  day , a little  boy  a b o u t seven  y ears  o ld  g o t ru n  o v e r a n d  h is 
p a re n ts  h a d  to  go  p ick  a b lu e  rose  o r th e ir so n  w o u ld  die. So, they  p ick ed  a 
b lu e  ro se  a n d  to o k  it back  to  th e ir  ho u se . T hey  h a d  to  feed  it to  th e  boy. A 
d a y  a fte r  he  a te  th e  rose , he  w as n o t in ju red  a t all.
by  A sh ley  Jones
91
T he N ext W orld
A fter w e  die, w e  go to  th e  n ex t w o rld  as a d iffe ren t p e rso n , like 
a liens. W e m o v e  fro m  p la n e t to  p la n e t to im p ro v e  th e m  because  w e all 
h a v e  d iffe ren t m in d s  so each  w o rld  can  h av e  m o re  im p ro v e d  stuff. G od  
m a d e  all th e  p lan e ts , all th e  galaxies, ev ery th in g . T he w o rld s  far aw ay  
w e re  m a d e  trillio n s of b illions of years ago. T h a t's  w h y  th e y 're  so 
a d v a n c e d , w a y  m o re  th a n  us.
G o d  m ad e  th is  p la n e t on ly  one  th o u sa n d  n in e ty -n in e  years  ago. W e 
a re  n o t th a t a d v an c ed . A fter E arth  is a d v an c ed . H e  w ill m ak e  m illions of 
n e w  p la n e ts  w ith  d iffe ren t look ing  peop le . A fter H e is sa tisfied . H e  w ill 
s top . G o d  likes p e o p le  so m u ch . H e k eep s m ak in g  th e m  a n d  th e ir p lane ts . 
A fte r w e 're  all so ad v an c ed , G o d  w ill m ak e  a p la n e t so b ig  it w ill take  a 
y e a r  to  fly a ro u n d  it. T h en  w e  w ill all m eet.
by  JR R ichards
M e and B asketball
M e a n d  B asketball 
A re  like S teve Y oung  a n d  San F rancisco  
M e a n d  B asketball 
A re like m y  G ra n d m o m  a n d  b in g o  
M e a n d  B asketball 
A re  like y o u r  b u tt  a n d  m y  b ig  toe 
M e a n d  B asketball 
A re like gas a n d  C onoco  
M e a n d  B asketball 
A re  like fry b rea d  a n d  d o u g h
by  W alk er T h o m p so n
W hat if?
W h at if a c re a tu re  cam e o u t a n d  cast u s  in to  a n  e te rn a l w in te r  by 
s te a lin g  all th e  o th e r  seasons. B lizzards w o u ld  w ip e  across th e  la n d  a n d  all 
w a te r  w o u ld  freeze  over. E very  an im a l w o u ld  so o n  b eg in  to  d ie  ou t. 
H u m a n s  w o u ld  be  fo rced  to m ove  u n d e rg ro u n d  a n d  re ly  so le ly  on  
e lec tric ity  a n d  e v e n tu a lly  d ie  ou t. T he on ly  life to s tay  a live  w o u ld  be sea 
life. A ll life o n  la n d  w o u ld  end .
by  D av id  W olfe
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I A lw ays Like
I a lw ay s  like to a w ak e  in  th e  m o rn in g , to  look  u p o n  th e  su n n y  sky. 
A n d  lis ten  to  th e  b ird s  sing  th e ir songs. To h e a r  th e  w in d  b low , the  leaves 
a n d  flo w ers  g ro w , is to  aw ak e  in  the  m o rn in g  a n d  w o n d e r  w h a t is to be 
d o n e  in  th is  jo y o u s day .
by  D ena  C olhoff 
L ook in g  at the H um an Race
A n alien  looks o u t of a p o r t  w in d o w  o n to  a y o u n g e r  v ers io n  of the  
E a rth  a n d  sees som e m o n k ey s fig h tin g  a n d  g n a w in g  o n  a carcass.
A  sq u irre l is s leep in g  in  its tree  peacefu lly , w h e n  all of a su d d e n , 
g rav ity  sh ifts  a n d  he  h its  th e  side  of h is b u rro w . H e  c raw ls  o u ts id e  an d  
rea lizes  h is  fo res t is d estro y ed . H is h o m e  is gone. H e sees these  h u g e  
c re a tu re s  w a lk in g  o n  h is  trees a n d  the  sm a lle r ones r id in g  o n  them . H e 
s ta r ts  to  feel co ld  b ecau se  it 's  a w in te r  n ig h t a n d  he h as no  hom e. In  the  
d is tan ce , b e h in d  w h a t 's  left of th e  trees, a re  these  s tra n g e  ligh ts. H e  h ears  
a lo u d  c ru n c h in g  n o ise  to  h is r ig h t . .. "W atch  th e  S im psons, S o u th  P ark , 
a n d  W C W  N itro ."
A s a m a n  w a tch es  a p ro  b ask e tb a ll g am e in  an  in sa n e  asy lu m , he  
th in k s , "H a s  th e  h u m a n  race  gone  so far fro m  an  an im a l th a t th ey 'v e  
tu rn e d  life in to  a b ig  gam e?"
by  Jon  D ecker 
To Be a H eart
To be a h ea rt, p u m p in g . W h en  y o u  ge t n e rv o u s , I p u m p  ev en  
h a rd e r . T h en  w h e n  y o u  calm  d o w n , I g ive  y o u  h in ts . T h a t 's  w h y  p eo p le  
say  th in g s  h av e  to  com e fro m  the  heart.
by  Jean n ie  T ru eb lo o d
Mr. S ou lk eep er
M r. S o u lk eep e r w e a rs  a c loak  w ith  a h o o d  o n  it. H e  carries  a 
sh e p h e rd  staff in  th e  r ig h t a n d  in  the  left h a n d  he carries  a little  go ld  box.
If a n y o n e  is in  a fa ta l p o sitio n , he  ho o k s th e  sou l w ith  h is sh e p h e rd  staff 
a n d  fo rces th e  b o d y  in to  a g o ld en  box a n d  closes th e  box. H e  n e v e r lets the 
sta ff a n d  th e  g o ld en  box w ith  d esig n s  o n  it o u t of h is h a n d . A nd  he  n ev er 
s leeps. H e  lives in  an  o ld  castle. O n ly  th e  d e a d  can  see h im . O nly  the  
sp ir its  co u ld  see  h im .
by  E u g en e  G iago
93
M usic
M usic  is a p iece  of a r t  th a t p eo p le  in  th e  w o rld  m ake. M usic is a 
so u n d  th a t  y o u  lis ten  to. M usic  is life to m e. M usic  is th e  bass  b u m p in g  in 
m y  car. M usic  is co m fo rtin g  w h e n  y o u 're  sad , en joy ing  w h e n  y o u 're  
re lax ing . M usic  is a to n e  th a t is in  th e  m usic. M usic is a vocal, 
in s tru m e n ta l, o r m echan ica l rh y th m , m elo d y , o r h a rm o n y  a n d  it is 
ru n n in g  in  m y m in d .
by  A m a n d a  Z im iga
M usic
M usic  is a rh y th m  to w h ich  th e  so u l can  rela te .
by  D av id  W olfe
S ay in g  G ood b ye
S ay ing  g o o d b y e  is n 't  rea lly  w h a t 1 w a n t to  do . B ecause g o o d b y e  is a 
rea lly  s tro n g  w o rd  to  use. B ut m ay b e  say in g  g o o d b y e  is a w a y  to lock a 
m e m o ry  in s id e  y o u  fo rever.
by  C h a n d a  T h o m p so n
G ood b ye
S ay ing  g o o d b y e  d o e sn 't  a lw ay s  m e a n  the  en d , n o t ev en  w h e n  
y o u 'r e  d y in g . Y ou 'll a lw ay s  m ee t again . Y ou m ay  w a v e  y o u r  h a n d  or 
b lo w  a g en tle  k iss, b u t  w h e n  th e  e n d  com es ro u n d , y o u 'l l  live  in  te n d e r  
bliss. W e m ay  w a v e  a h a n d , b u t  w e 'll a lw ay s m ee t again .
by  B ran d o n  H o o p e r
T he End o f S ay in g  G ood b ye
T here  is an  e n d  to say in g  g o o d b y e  
B ecause th e re  is a lw ay s a n o th e r  hi!
T h e re 's  an  e n d  to  leav in g  a n d  n o t ju s t p a in  b u t  rece iv ing  
If y o u  say  la te r days, y o u 'll find  y o u rse lf  in  a n o th e r  m aze.
To e v e ry th in g  y o u  h av e  to leave  it b e h in d  
a n d  go  look  for the  fu tu re  u n til y o u  find .
W hen  y ou  find  y o u r  d estin y , it 'll seem  like y o u r  ecstasy.
by  B lue D a w n  L ittle
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to o n d
y ou tim e
G
by M inn ie  B o u rdeaux
Ends
I s ta n d  a t th e  b e g in n in g  of e v e ry th in g  a n d  w a it till th e  end .
L ike g e ttin g  s ta b b ed  a n d  w a itin g  for it to  m en d .
by  W alk er T h o m p so n
End P oem
M aybe th e re  isn 't  an  end . M aybe th e  e n d  is rea lly  th e  beg in n in g . 
M ay b e  th e re  is n o  e n d  a n d  o u r p u n y  little  m in d s  s im p ly  c a n 't  accep t it, or 
it 's  ju s t th a t w e  c a n 't  ex p la in  it.
W h a t if th e  e n d  w as like a w rin k le  in  tim e, b u t  w e 're  ju s t too  scared  
to ju m p  to  th e  o th e r  side , so w e  d ie  a n d  h a n g  a ro u n d  u n til G o d  com es 
a fte r us.
O r m ay b e , w e  d id n 't  rea lly  d ie , ju st th a t so m e b o d y  m a d e  th is  ru le  
th a t  w e  h a v e  to  d ie , a n d  e v e ry b o d y  s ta r te d  m ak in g  lies a n d  fo rg o t th a t it 
w a s  a lie a n d  s ta r te d  b e liev in g  it. So, th ey  d id n 't  rea lly  d ie , on ly  in  th e ir 
m in d .
by  T ia C atches
H aiku
T ears fall fro m  m y  face T he n ig h t o f th e  d e a th
A s 1 w a lk  th e  lonely  g rass  O p e n  y o u r  h e a r t  to  th e  w o rld
To a p lace  u n k n o w n  O nly  G o d  k n o w s w h y
b y  K ristie  T ap io  by  A lisha  P a tto n
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T he w in d  is s ilen t 
A n d  it is like a tig e r 
W aitin g  to  a ttack
by  C o d y  Seaboy
A th o u s a n d  y e a rs  o ld  
A n d  m o v es  fa s te r  th a n  I d o  
A n d  w h isp e rs  live long
b y  S tep h an ie  Sully
N a tu re  is p re tty
A n d  b e au tifu l com es o u t fast
It b lo o m s w ith o u t fear
by  D u s tin  S tar C om es O u t
I am  sp iritu a l
M ean in g  v e ry  s tro n g  in side  
N o t h u r t  easily
by  D errick  M cC auley
Im ag in a tio n
w ill a lw ay s ex ist for m e
N e v er d ies fo r k id s
by  Isaac R ed O w l
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D ream s
O rig in a lly  b eg in n in g  w ith  an  a ss ig n m en t th a t 1 d e s ig n ed  in  reaction  
to  m y  s tu d e n ts ' d ism ay  a t h a v in g  school on  M artin  L u th e r  K ing, Jr. d ay  in 
1998, th e  co n cep t of d re a m s p ro v e d  to sp a rk  a p u re  an a ly sis  in  them . The 
s tu d e n ts  w e n t r ig h t to  th e  core  of th is id ea  a n d  ex am in ed  its defin ition  
b a se d  o n  w h a t th ey  h a d  ex p erien ced  a n d  lea rn ed .
T h ey  d isc o v e re d  th a t d re a m s co u ld  be life goals, da ily  fan tasies, 
h o p e s  fo r the  w o rld , o r p e rso n a l m essages an d  in s tru c tio n s  from  bey o n d  
m e a n t to  h e lp  them . W ith o u t a d o u b t, these  k id s  h av e  p a id  a tten tio n  to 
th e ir  d re a m s th ro u g h o u t th e ir  lives, as th ey  all seem ed  to  have  a w ea lth  of 
s to ries  a n d  m em o rie s  a ro u n d  d rea m s th a t c learly  h e ld  im p o rtan ce  for 
th em . T he se lec tions p r in te d  h e re  a re  n o t d e sc rip tio n s  of d ream  
seq u en ces , b u t  ra th e r  a c o m b in a tio n  of re w ritte n  "I h av e  a d ream " m in i­
sp eech es a n d  in d iv id u a l s tu d ie s  of th a t in fin ite  p a r t  of ex istence th a t w e 
call d ream s.
In  L ako ta  c u ltu re , d rea m s or v is io n s a re  p e rh a p s  the  m o st sacred  
g ift th a t  W ak an  T anka , th e  G rea t Spirit, can  offer to  a h u m an . V isions 
p ro v id e  w isd o m  a n d  illu m in a te  the  in te n d e d  p a th  of a L ako ta  p e rso n  or of 
th e  L ako ta  p eo p le  a n d  th e ir  g u id an c e  m u s t be  fo llo w ed  p recise ly  th ro u g h  
th e  ass is tan ce  of a sp ir itu a l leader. V ery often , these  v isions are  n o t m ean t 
to  be  sh a re d  w ith  an y o n e  o th e r th a n  th a t sp ir itu a l lea d e r o u t of respec t for 
th e ir  p o w e r  a n d  sanctity . T his re v e re n t co n cep tio n  of d re a m s in fo rm s the 
w ritin g  of m y  s tu d e n ts  in th is  ch ap te r.
D ream s
D ream s a re  th o u g h ts  th a t com e tru e  w h ile  y o u 're  asleep . D ream s 
c o u ld  be  rea lity  if it w an ts . P eop le  say  th a t d re a m s  a re  w in d o w s  to 
e n lig h te n m e n t a n d  keys a n d  d o o rs  to  the  fu tu re . But a re  they  d ream s, 
n ig h tm a re s , o r rea lity ?  Y ou w ill a lw ay s rem e m b e r y o u r  d ream s. G ood  
d re a m s  s tay  a lo n e  to  yo u  a n d  b a d  on es a re  e lim in a te d  a n d  d e s tro y ed  by 
te llin g  o th e r  peop le .
by  D u s tin  S tar C om es O u t
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D ream s
I see b lackness, I see d u st. I 'm  g e ttin g  o ld , I feel like ru st. M y 
d re a m s  a re n 't  as exciting  as th ey  u se d  to  be. I th in k  it 's  b ecau se  1 d o n 't  
b e lieve  in  them , I d o n 't  h av e  e n o u g h  tim e  to  d re a m  a n d  see.
W h en  I w as  sm all, I th o u g h t of c razy  d ream s. I w o u ld  see b lackness 
fo r a m o m en t, n o w  h e re  com es th e  p ic tu re . L ook ing  a t a w a ll w o u ld  
c h an g e  it all. I c o u ld  see faces. T h e re 's  som e k in d  of sc rip tu re .
G o in g  in to  a fan tasy  w o rld  m akes the  w ild e s t th in g s  becom e real. 
L o o k in g  in to  th a t m irro r  th a t is n 't  rea lly  th e re  lets y o u  see th in g s th a t he lp  
y o u  see y o u rse lf  m o re  c learly . It m ak es y o u  see, touch , sm ell, hear, taste, 
a n d  feel good . B eing in  tw o  p laces a t once lets y o u  k n o w  w h a t y ou  do  is 
im p o ssib le  a n d  th a t  y o u  co u ld  d o  an y th in g .
by  S tep h an ie  Sully 
I H ave a D ream
I h av e  a d re a m  th a t one  d ay  ev e ry b o d y  w ill g e t a long . I hav e  a 
d re a m  th a t so m e d ay  a lo t of p eo p le  w ill com e fro m  all a ro u n d  the  w o rld  
a n d  g e t to g e th e r  a n d  re b u ild  hom es, schools, o ld  b u ild in g s  an d  tu rn  them  
in to  so m e th in g . I h a v e  a d re a m  th a t one  d ay  th e  w o rld  w ill be a b e tte r 
p lace. I h a v e  a d re a m  th a t one  d ay  P ine  R idge a n d  O g la la  w ill be  a good, 
h e a lth y , s tre n g th e n in g , p ro tec tiv e  co m m u n ity .
by  A n n a  D iaz
D ream s
D ream s a re  y o u rse lf  be ing  tru th fu l. W hen  y o u  sleep , you  allow  
y o u rse lf  to  o p e n  u p  a n d  h a v e  a rea l g o o d  look a t w h a t 's  g o ing  on. Y our 
v a rio u s  she lls d is a p p e a r  a n d  y ou  becom e v u ln erab le . Y ou som etim es see 
th e  fu tu re  a n d  g e t scared , b u t  y o u  h av e  to rea lize  y o u  can  ch an g e  it. But, 
y o u  can  a lso  beco m e  s tro n g e r by  accep tin g  w h a t y o u  see. Y ou can  lie to 
y o u rse lf  w h e n  y o u 're  aw ak e , b u t  w h e n  y o u  sleep  y o u  can  on ly  see the  
tru th . D ream s a re  like little  a m u s in g  b u t p a in fu l s to ries  y ou  can  read  
a b o u t y o u r  life.
by  C a rm e n  F o u rd
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I H ave a D ream
I h a v e  a d re a m  th e re  w o u ld  n o t be  an y  m o re  k illings.
I h av e  a d re a m  th ere  w o u ld  be peace  ev ery w h ere .
I h av e  a d re a m  ev e ry b o d y  w ill re sp ec t each  o ther.
I h av e  a d re a m  w h e re  th e re  is no  gossip .
1 h a v e  a d re a m  w h e re  n o b o d y  dies.
1 h av e  a d re a m  w h e re  rac ism  do es n o t exist.
1 h a v e  a d re a m  w h e re  th e re  is no  v io lence  o r cussing .
b y  T ony  W easel Bear 
I H ave a D ream
I h a v e  a d re a m  th a t  one  d ay  an  In d ia n  p e rso n  th a t w as  like Jesus, 
n o t  s in n in g , s to p p e d  rac ism . 1 h av e  a d re a m  th a t one  d a y  all the  d ru n k s  in 
th e  s tre e t w ill n o t d r in k  a n d  h a v e  a g o o d  life. I hav e  a d re a m  th a t one  day  
1 w ill be  th e  n ex t M ichael Jo rdan .
by  E ugene  G iago
I H ave a D ream
I h av e  a d re a m  th a t one  d ay  In d ian s  w ill be tre a te d  w ith  real 
resp ec t. N o t ju s t  In d ian s , b u t  all peop le . W h e th e r th e y 're  b lack, w h ite , 
b ro w n , fat, o r th in , th ey  w o u ld  all be  tre a te d  w ith  respect.
by  Kiri H am m o ck
I H ave a D ream
I h a v e  a d re a m  th a t one  d ay  w e  c o u ld  all h av e  the  freed o m  th a t w e 
all w an t. 1 h av e  a d re a m  th a t n ex t y e a r w e  w ill n o t ju d g e  o th er p eo p le  by 
th e  co lo r o f o u r  sk in . A n d  w e  w ill live  in  h a rm o n y  to  love  an d  cherish  
each  o ther.
by  B ran d o n  B rave H e a rt
I H ave a D ream
I h av e  a d re a m  th a t one  d ay  all c o u n trie s  w ill cry  in  one  voice, w e 
d ec la re  peace. I h a v e  a d re a m  th a t one  w ill cu re  all d isease  an d  cry  in one 
vo ice , th a n k  you .
by  Jo h n  L ittle  F inger
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A s I S leep
A s I s leep  in  m y bed , I see  the  d re a m s in  m y  h ead . T hey  look  like 
v is io n s  of m y  life; I see N a tiv e  A m erican s d a n c in g  by  us. A s I look  h a rd e r  
in, I see m e d ancing . I soon  h o p e  I w ill d re a m  again .
by  G eo rg in a  L ittle H a w k
S till I D ream
T h ere  a re  p e o p le  p u ttin g  d ru g s  in  th e ir  b o d ies  a n d  tra sh  all ov e r the
g ro u n d .
B ut still I d re a m  g o o d  d ream s.
T here  a re  p e o p le  d y in g . B ut still I d re a m  a b o u t th e  p a s t a n d  h o w  h a p p y
w e w ere.
P eo p le  a re  s ta rv in g  a n d  hav e  no  hom e. B ut still I d re a m  all of u s  are  a 
fam ily  a n d  w e  each  h av e  food  a n d  a h o m e  to live.
by  C h an elle  D ouville
D ream s and R eality
A d re a m  is so m e th in g  g rea t y o u  h o p e  m ay  h a p p e n  som eday . A 
v is io n  y o u  see in  y o u r  im ag in a tio n . E v ery th in g  seem s perfect. It 's  u top ia . 
E v e ry th in g  is d e lica te  a n d  d e lig h tfu l. R everie. F an tasies filled  w ith  love, 
free d o m , justice, a n d  peace.
R eality  is th e  rea l life w e 're  in  now . H a tre d , evil, w ar, injustice, 
s lav ery , s ta rv a tio n . H om eless , poo r. T h ings h a p p e n  in  th is  w o rld  th a t 
a re n 't  w o r th  liv in g  for. S u ic ides a re  b ecau se  of th ese  th ings. Fam ilies sp lit 
u p  a n d  k illings go  on. 1 w ish  ev ery o n e  can  live in  a d ream .
by K athy  M cL augh lin
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D rug ca lled  D ream s
I d re a m  a b o u t c razy  p eo p le  s tra p p e d  in  th e  m em o rie s  of sm o k in g  a 
few  jo in ts, d ro p p in g  acid , lau g h in g  w h e n  th e  ra in  fell. I d re a m  of a p lace 
ca lled  h eav en , a p lace  w h e re  th e re  is n o  d rin k in g , g e ttin g  h igh , figh ting , a 
p lace  so d iffe ren t th a n  th is p lace  w e  call hell.
I rem e m b e r so m etim es b e in g  a lone, d ig g in g  th ro u g h  o ld  p h o to  
a lb u m s, s ta r in g  a t th e  w all or o u t th e  w in d o w . I rem e m b e r h a rd ly  ta lk ing  
to  m y  p a re n ts  w h e n  th e y 're  n o t d ru n k . H id in g  b e h in d  m y b e d ro o m  do o r 
w h e n  th e y 're  d ru n k , h id in g  in  th e  sh ad o w s.
M y m o th e r  a n d  fa th e r k n o w  all a b o u t b ro k en  hearts . I c a n 't 
im a g in e  b e in g  in  love, like m y  m o m  a n d  d ad . 1 f ig u red  the  w ay  they  talk  
a b o u t it, it seem ed  like it w o u ld  h u rt, h u r t  like a b a llo o n  filled  w ith  love 
p o p p e d  b y  th o u sa n d s  of d a rts .
by  S tep h an ie  Sully
D ream
A d re a m  is a hope .
A d re a m  is a w ish  
It c o u ld  be a goal.
B ut a d re a m  is m y  w ill becom e.
by  Tia C atches
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V alu es
I be lieve  th a t th e  m id d le  school years, a n d  p a rtic u la rly  e ig h th  
g rad e , is a  u n iq u e  p e rio d  of se lf-d iscovery . A t th is  tim e, teens o ften  give 
b ir th  to  th e ir  in te lle c tu a l cu rio s ity  a n d  b eg in  to  v iew  th e  w o rld  a n d  the ir 
o w n  id e n tity  as sub jects of n ew  a n d  la rg e r in te res t. A s th ey  s ta r t to fo rm  
a n d  re fo rm  th e ir  o w n  charac ter, tra d itio n a l v a lu es  becom es less ab strac t 
a n d  m ak e  a little  m o re  sense  in  th e  co n tex t of th e ir  lives. A s e ig h th  g rad e rs  
m ak e  d ec isions a n d  live  w ith  an  in c reased  a w are n ess  of th e ir o w n  ro le  in 
th e  e v en ts  a ro u n d  them , it is n o t su rp r is in g  th a t som e can  a rticu la te  a 
p e rso n a l co n cep tio n  of p rin c ip le s  by  w h ic h  they  m ay  w a n t to live.
C ourage
C o u ra g e  is w h a t o u r an cesto rs  n e e d e d  to  live; it 's  h o w  w e su rv ived . 
W h en  o u r  p eo p le  n e e d e d  fo o d  in  the  freez in g  w in te r, som e sacrificed  the ir 
lives so o th e rs  co u ld  live. W h en  som eone  w as dy ing , it took  co u rag e  to 
tu rn  a ro u n d  a n d  h e lp  y o u r  fam ily  off the  g ro u n d .
W h en  w e  n e e d e d  each  o th e r w e  cam e, w e  n e v e r left one  to  die. W e 
h e lp e d  each  o th e r  a n d  ev en  th o u g h  p eo p le  tr ie d  to  ge t u s  d o w n , w e never 
gav e  u p , w e  k e p t figh ting . L ako ta  p eo p le  a re  s tro n g  a n d  it takes cou rage  
to k eep  going .
by  L arissa  Ross
C ourage
C o u ra g e  is th e  b rav e  w a rr io r  in sid e  you . H e n ev er is a fra id  of 
a n y th in g . H e a lw ay s sleep s u n til y o u  n e ed  h im . H e  casts h is su p e r p o w ers 
in to  y o u r  soul. T h en  he  goes back  to  s leep  w h e n  th e  p ro b lem  y ou  h a d  to 
so lve  is over.
by  B ran d o n  Z im iga
C ourage
C o u rag e  is the  m u sc les  in  y o u r  b ra in . C o u rag e  is s ta n d in g  u p  for 
w h a t y o u  be lieve  in. C o u rag e  is n e e d e d  in  to u g h  s itu a tio n s  w h e n  you  
d o n 't  k n o w  w h a t to  do . E v ery b o d y  h as co u rag e , b u t  m o st p eo p le  d o n 't  
e v e n  k n o w  it 's  there . T hey  n e v e r k n o w  it u n til th ey  n e ed  it. Som e p eop le  
n e v e r  u se  th e ir  co u rag e . C o u rag e  m ak es p e o p le  feel like th ey  go t an  in n er 
s id e  th a t 's  s trong .
by  R a y m o n d  G h o st Bear
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Courage
C o u ra g e  is a b ig  th in g  th a t 's  n e e d e d  in  to d a y 's  w o rld . O n ly  the  
s tro n g  su rv iv e  a n d  on ly  th e  s tro n g  h av e  cou rage . C o u ra g e  m ean s to s ta n d  
u p  fo r w h a t  y o u  be lieve  is righ t. It m ean s y o u  n e e d  to  be lieve  in  yourse lf.
C o u ra g e  is so m e th in g  certa in  p eo p le  a re  b lessed  w ith . O th e r p eo p le  
w o rk  h a rd  to g e t it. C o u rag e  is so m e th in g  th a t g ro w s s tro n g e r a n d  
s tro n g e r  in s id e  y o u r  m in d , b o dy , a n d  sou l. It 's  w ill p o w e r because  y ou  
sh o w  th e  w o rld  w h a t 's  r ig h t a n d  w h a t y o u  can  d o  to  c h an g e  so m e th in g  
th a t y o u  th in k  is n o t righ t.
by  S tep h an ie  Sully
D eterm in ation
D e te rm in a tio n  is so m e th in g  th a t k eep s y o u  g o in g  on. N e v er le tting  
go, a lw ay s  s ta y in g  strong . I t 's  the  in n e r sou l th a t k eep s  te llin g  y o u  to 
n e v e r  g ive  up . A n y th in g  th a t com es a long , d o n 't  let it in te rru p t. 
D e te rm in a tio n  is so m e th in g  th a t w ill a lw ay s  stay  in sid e , k eep in g  y o u r  
w ills  h ig h  a n d  n o t le ttin g  y o u  ru n  a n d  h ide.
b y  B ra n d o n  H o o p e r
T radition
T ra d itio n  m ean s  p a ss in g  so m e th in g  d o w n , like a sto ry . S o m eth in g  
th a t m e a n s  so m e th in g  specia l to  you . Y our love  to  a ch ild . A s th e  ch ild  
re m e m b e rs  th e  love  y o u  gave  to  h im . H e p asse s  it to h is  ch ild . A n d  so on.
b y  Jenna  W ard
Truth
T ru th  is tru s t  a n d  if y o u  d o n 't  h a v e  th a t, y o u  h av e  n o th in g .
T ru th  is in  y o u r  eyes a n d  h eart, i t 's  sc ream in g  y o u r  nam e.
T ru th  is in  a b a b y 's  b rea th , a b aby  c an n o t lie.
T ru th  is in  a flow er, fu ll of life a n d  po w er.
T ru th  c a n n o t a lw ay s  be fo u n d . T ru th  is im p o rtan t.
T ru th  is in ev ery th in g .
by  K athy  M cL augh lin
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Faith
T hey  say  h o m e  is w h e re  th e  h e a r t is.
So m y  h o m e  m u s t n o t be here .
For m y  h e a r t is in  a p lace  ca lled  Faith ,
A sm all b u t lovely  place.
W ith  trees to c lim b 
A n d  fields to  p lay  in  
A n d  frien d s  to figh t a n d  forgive;
F rien d s  th a t w ill a lw ay s be there .
So if h o m e  is rea lly  w h e re  the  h e a r t  is.
M y h o m e  is far, far fro m  here .
by  K ayla M a tth ew s
Faith
F aith  is a d es tin a tio n .
F aith  is te lling  y o u  to go  d eep er.
F a ith  is be liev ing .
by  S h a ro n  T obacco
P rom ises
A  p ro m ise  is a p ro m ise  kep t. P eop le  m ak e  p ro m ises  a b o u t lo ts of 
th in g s . E v ery th in g . A p ro m ise  is a sing le  w o rd  th a t m ea n s  a w h o le  lot. It 
so m e tim es m ea n s  th e  w o rld  to  peop le . If y o u  b re a k  a p ro m ise , i t 's  like 
c ry in g  w olf. G o d  m ak es p ro m ise s  by  m ak in g  ra in b o w s a fte r it ra in s. It 
m ea n s  it w ill n e v e r  flood . I t 's  k in d  of true . So, it m ak es  y o u  th in k . S h o u ld  
y o u  tru s t  o th e rs ' w o rd ?  If th e y 're  h o m eless  a n d  y o u  p ro m ise  th em  a 
h o u se , th e y 'll  b e lieve  it a n d  c o u n t on  it, p ack  th e ir  th in g s . T hen  y o u  m ig h t 
b re a k  it a n d  th e y 'll  be  h ea rtb ro k en .
by  K athy  M cL augh lin
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Mr, Strength
M r. S tren g th  is a m a n  th a t can  lift a n y th in g  in  th e  w o rld . H e  is ten  
fee t ta ll a n d  n o th in g  b u t  m usc le  a n d  ta len t. M r. S tre n g th  com es o u t w h e n  
y o u  n e e d  h im ; h e  is th a t little  p a r t  of y o u  th a t com es o u t w h e n  y o u 're  
tired . H e 's  th e  one  w h o  figh ts tired  to  g ive  y o u  s tren g th .
by  M ike P a tto n
C on fid en ce
C o n fid en ce  is a pe rson ; he  com es to y o u  like the  su n  com es to the  
m o o n  d u r in g  an  eclipse. B ut confidence  com es m o re  often . C on fidence  is 
h is  firs t nam e; h is  la s t n a m e  is M akes D ream s C om e T rue . So h is w h o le  
n a m e  is C o n fidence  M ake D ream s C om e T rue. I g u ess  he  com es fro m  the 
Im a g in a tio n  tribe.
by  Ju lian  B ear R u n n e r
Freedom
F re ed o m  is like an  eag le  w h e re  y o u  can  fly aw ay  fro m  p eo p le  an d  
be free, n o  one  to  tell y o u  w h a t to  d o  o r w h a t to  say. A ll th e  ch a in s  a n d  b ig  
rocks a re  off a n d  y o u  can  ru n  in to  th e  n ig h t free.
by  Joyce B uckm an
Freedom
F re ed o m  is w h e n  y o u  can  d o  a n y th in g  y o u  w a n t to  do . B ut w h e n  
y o u  h a v e  freed o m , y o u  h av e  resp o n sib ility . F re ed o m  is w h e n  y o u  let y o u r 
m in d  free, let it trav e l to  o th e r  w o rld s , th ink . F re ed o m  lets y o u r  sp ir it free, 
free  o f all h a rm , all th e  b a d  th in g s  in life. F reed o m  is like p re ju d ice  in  a 
w ay , w h e n  y o u  a re  n o t free of the  sick, sad  w o rld , y o u 're  b e ing  ju d g ed .
by  K ristie  T apio
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Freedom
F re ed o m  is co m in g  to  school e v ery d ay , k n o w in g  y o u 'll ge t an 
e d u c a tio n  to go  on. G o in g  o n  to a n o th e r  g rad e  u n til y o u  g ra d u a te  college. 
F re ed o m  is w h e n  y o u 're  to ld  y o u  a re n 't  g o n n a  g e t off th e  rez. But 
b e liev in g  y o u 're  g o n n a  be  the  first In d ian  w o m a n  P re s id e n t a n d  m aybe  
y o u 'l l  m ak e  a d ifference.
by  C h a n d a  T h o m p so n
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W riting
W ith in  th e  space  of th ree  years, m y  s tu d e n ts  certa in ly  ta u g h t m e as 
m u c h  as, if n o t m o re  th an , I c o u ld  ev er pass  on  to them . I am  g lad  th a t the 
m e d iu m  of la n g u a g e  gave  th ese  y o u n g  p eo p le  th e  free d o m  to 
c o m m u n ica te  fro m  th e ir  sou ls. In  som e w ays, th e  ro a d  w e  trav e led  
to g e th e r  w a s  a long  one, b u t by  m y th ird  year, I w o u ld  p ick  u p  p a p e rs  
fro m  th e  d esk s  of m y  s tu d e n ts  a n d  re a d  so lid  m e ta p h o rs  w h e re  I once saw  
v ag u e , in co m p le te  s ta tem en ts . As I a d m ire d  th e ir c lean  im ages, m y 
s tu d e n ts  w o u ld  ask , "Is it g ood?", a n d  I w o u ld  sm ile  in to  e tern ity .
1 d is tin c tly  rem e m b e r one  in c id en t w ith  a six th  g rad e  s tu d e n t w ho  
w a s  h a v in g  a little  tro u b le  f in d in g  a n  id ea  to  w rite  o n  a n d  a p p ea le d  to m e 
fo r so m e  help . I a sk ed  h e r w h a t she  h a d  c o n s id e re d  th u s  far an d  from  
th e re  w e  m u tu a lly  b a n te re d  back  a n d  fo rth  a n d  fo rm ed  a w ild  scenario  
in v o lv in g  som e of h e r o rig ina l th o u g h ts . T his in te rch an g e  se rv ed  its 
p u rp o se  of s tirr in g  som e crea tive  energy , b u t  a fte r co m p le tin g  h e r final 
to u c h  to  o u r h u m o ro u s  in v en tio n , she c o u n te red  h e rse lf p la in ly  saying, 
"N o , n o t like th a t. I w a n t to m ak e  it sacred ."  To m e, th is  co m m en t 
b e au tifu lly  illu s tra te d  m y  s tu d e n ts ' u n d e rs ta n d in g  of th e  im p o rtan ce  of 
ch o o sin g  w o rd s  carefu lly  a n d  w ith  respect.
A t first on ly  b ecau se  p ee rs  a n d  a d u lts  w e re  c o n g ra tu la tin g  th em  on 
th e ir  w o rk , the  k id s saw  th a t lan g u a g e  has p o w e r a n d  th a t th e ir p e rso n al 
ex p re ss io n s  w e re  sign ifican t. L ater on, m an y  of m y  s tu d e n ts  k n ew  w h en  
th ey  h a d  fa sh io n ed  so m e th in g  of v a lu e  an d  w ere  eag er to  sh a re  the ir 
w ritin g , w h ic h  th ey  k n e w  c a rried  m ean in g . I am  th a n k fu l fo r every  w o rd  
w r itte n  in  m y c la ssro o m  a n d  k n o w  th a t all p ra ise  is d u e  to T unkasila , o u r 
G o d , w h o  w a tc h e d  o v e r a n d  b lessed  m y s tu d e n ts  a n d  m e in  o u r jou rney . 
L et u s  p ra y  th a t th e  c h ild re n 's  voices w ill a lw ay s so a r for all to h o n o r an d  
receive , fo r th ey  a re  p erfec tly  s tro n g  a n d  tru e . I w o u ld  like to  close th is 
b o o k  w ith  th e  w o rd s  of m y  s tu d e n ts  a b o u t w ritin g  itself, the  act of u s in g  
la n g u a g e  to  c rea te  so m e th in g  n ew , so m e th in g  sacred .
The W riter
T he w rite r  c an  m ak e  any  tim e, p lace, o r p e rso n  b eau tifu l. A w rite r  
can  c o n tro l p e o p le 's  th o u g h ts  a n d  em o tio n s. T he w rite r  is a p e rso n  w ho  
tak es tim e  to g ro u p  w o rd s  to m ak e  changes.
by  L arissa  Ross
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W hy D o  I W rite?
W h en  I w rite  it com es from  m y h eart. W h en  I w rite  from  m y  heart,
I d o  n o t w a n t to  stop . I w a n t to w rite  u n til I pop . W hen  I w rite  fro m  m y 
h e a rt, n o th in g  b u t th e  tru th  com es out. I can  m ak e  u p  sto ries w ith  m y 
m o u th , b u t n o t on  p a p e r. W hen  I w rite  it 's  like a d ream .
by  D u s ty  Black Elk
T he W riter
T he w rite r  is like a b re a th  of fresh  a ir a fte r a s to rm y  day . W hen  y ou  
co m e o u t a n d  sm ell the  c lean  air, it m akes y o u  feel good . It c lears y o u r 
m in d  a n d  m ak es y o u  w a n t to be o u ts id e  an d  do  so m eth in g , so y ou  cou ld  
sm ell th e  sw ee t ra in  th a t fell on  c u t grass. N ew  ra in  is ju s t like th e  w riter. 
In  th e  m o rn in g , y o u  feel rea d y  to w rite . To w rite  so m e th in g  n ew  a n d  try  
so m e th in g  n ew  is a fu n  th in g  to  do.
by  S tep h an ie  Sully
W riting
W ritin g  is w h e n  y o u  feel good  a n d  c a n 't  s to p  th in k in g  a b o u t a 
d re a m , so y o u  g rab  a p a p e r  a n d  a pencil a n d  beg in . It c an  a lso  be w h e n  
y o u  h a v e  th o u g h ts  d e ep  d o w n  in  y o u r  b o d y  a n d  w a n t to  g e t th em  o u t so 
b ad , y o u  ge t anx ious.
by  L orelei S ta n d in g  Bear
W riting
W ritin g  to  m e is a w ay  to  g e t aw ay  fro m  the  w o rld  a n d  slip  in to  a 
w o rld  u n k n o w n  th a t on ly  w rite rs  im ag ine . E very  tim e  y o u  p u t  d o w n  a 
w o rd , y o u  take  a s tep  fa r th e r  in  y o u r  k n o w led g e . W ritin g  is like a 
b a sk e tb a ll w ith  n o  p lay e r. O r a ch ild  w ith  n o  p a re n ts  a ro u n d  to  say  1 love 
y o u . I 'm  p ro u d  of you . B ecause w ritin g  tak es a lo t of im ag in a tio n . W ith o u t 
w ritin g , th e re  w o u ld  be n o  h u m o r  o r sense  of w h a t 's  w ro n g  or righ t. So 
w ritin g  is a w a y  to  d r if t  aw ay .
by  C h a n d a  T h o m p so n
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W hy D o  I W rite?
I w rite  to  g e t aw ay  from  the  w o rld , to  be  o n  m y o w n  for ju s t a little 
w h ile . I w rite  to  g e t all m y  fee lings in to  ju s t one  sen tence. 1 w rite  to 
re m e m b e r th a t d a y  fo rever. I w rite  for th e  fu n  of w ritin g .
by C h ris tin a  C o rd ie r
W hy D o I W rite?
I w rite  to  ge t all th e  ha te , b ad , a n d  n o t g o o d  s tu ff  o u t of m e. I ju st 
w a n t  so m e th in g  to  do . I w a n t to let all m y  good  th o u g h ts  go on  p a p er. I 
w a n t  to  e x p e rim e n t w ith  all th e  w o rd s . I w ish  to acco m p lish  so m e th in g  by 
w ritin g .
by  T ony  W easel Bear
I W rite A b out
I w rite  a b o u t rea l life p ro b lem s a n d  a d v e n tu re s . R eality . I try  to 
w rite  in  m y  free  tim e  a n d  w h e n e v e r  I can. I w rite  b ecau se  I like to a n d  find  
it to  be  v e ry  in te res tin g . I w a n t to  be a w rite r  b ecau se  m ay b e  so m ed ay  m y 
s to ries  a n d  p o em s w ill h e lp  o th e r  p e o p le 's  p ro b lem s a n d  troub les.
I w a n t to  w rite  so I can  ch an g e  p e o p le 's  lives. M aybe  som e k id  is 
a b u se d  a n d  th e n  I w rite  a b o u t that. W ritin g  m ak es m e feel calm  a n d  good  
a b o u t m yself. I w a n t to  w rite  a b o u t m y  g en era tio n . M y m issio n  is to get 
m y  fee lings o u t a n d  g e t p eo p le  to listen . B ut fo r n o w . I 'll c o n tin u e  to 
fo llo w  m y  d re a m s  a n d  c o n s id e r m y se lf as a w rite r.
by  K athy  M cL augh lin
W hy do I W rite?
I w rite  b ecau se  so m etim es it re lieves m y  fee lings o f p a in  in side . 1 
w rite  b ecau se  1 n e ed  to g e t th in g s  off m y  ch est o r o u t of m y  m in d , so 1 
w rite  th e m  on  p a p e r. I a lso  w rite  w h e n  I n e ed  to  ex p re ss  m yself; it rea lly  
h e lp s  a lot. It c lears m y  m in d  a n d  m ak es m e feel be tter.
by  Blue D aw n  L ittle
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W hy do I W rite?
I w rite  to g a in  confidence .
I w rite  b ecau se  I 'm  g o o d  a t it.
I w rite  because  I w a n t to  h av e  a b ig  v o cab u la ry .
I w rite  because  it m ak es m e feel good .
I w rite  b ecau se  i t 's  fun.
by  K yle W hite
W riting
W ritin g  is an  e d u c a tio n  y o u  learn . It is a lso  ex p re ss in g  w h a t you  
feel in s id e  a n d  w ritin g  it in  w o rd s  on  p a p e r. W ritin g  is so m etim es fu n  to 
do , w h e n  y o u r  h a n d  is in  the  m o o d  fo r m o v in g  a ro u n d . W ritin g  is cool 
b ecau se  so m an y  p e o p le  w rite  a t th e  sam e  tim e a n d  ev ery o n e  w rites  
d iffe ren t. To m e, w ritin g  is so cool.
by  M isty  M errival
W riting
W ritin g  is w h e n  y o u  sit d o w n  a n d  w rite  y o u r  th o u g h ts  a n d  
fee lings. W ritin g  is w h e n  y o u  sit d o w n  a n d  w rite  a b o u t p eo p le  y o u  k now  
a n d  w h a t y o u  th in k  a b o u t th e  w o rld  a ro u n d  you .
by  C a n d id a  Bagola
W hy do I W rite?
I w rite  b ecau se  if I d o n 't , m y  b ra in  w ill exp lode . Too m an y  
th o u g h ts  w ith  n o w h e re  to  go excep t on to  a sh e e t o f p a p e r. M y 
im a g in a tio n  is o v e rw rac k ed , I h a v e  to let the  id eas go o u t of m y m in d  an d  
flow  th ro u g h  m y  p e n  o n to  the  page. If I n e v e r w ro te , I d o n 't  th in k  m y 
b ra in  c o u ld  s ta n d  it. I t 's  good  to  h av e  ideas, b u t  n o t too  m any . T he b ra in  
n e e d s  re s t  fro m  th e  w e ig h t o f ideas. T h a t 's  w h y  I w rite .
by  A m y  G ro en in g
1 10
T he Poet
T he p o e t is like the  sp irits . T hey  b o th  h e lp  p e o p le  m ak e  rig h t 
decisions. Y ou can  feel th em  in sid e  y o u r  b o d y , like  th e  poe t, h is w o rd s  are  
w h a t  y o u  feel.
by  C h an e lle  D ouville
W riting
I feel g o o d  w ritin g , y o u  w rite  fast, o r slow , a n d  y o u  ge t an  im age  of 
th a t. Y ou c o u ld  say  th a t  1 h av e  an  im a g in a tio n  o r a w id e  m in d . It's  k ind  of 
h a rd ; I th in k  it 's  easy.
by  D u n c an  D eon
W riting
W ritin g  is like tak in g  a r id e  on  a sta llion . Y ou c o u ld  e ith e r d o  it 
g o o d  o r d o  it s lo p p y . W ritin g  is so m e th in g  y o u  d re a m  ab o u t, you  n ev er 
k n o w  w h a t y o u 're  g o in g  to get. W ritin g  is like a sp o rt y o u  love, y ou  n ever 
ge t tired .
by  S teve G oings
W riting
W ritin g  is like a w ild  an im al. It can  be tim id  a n d  h id e  fro m  yo u  for 
a lo n g  tim e, b u t  so o n  it w ill g ro w  on  y o u  a n d  ge t b ig g e r a n d  b e tte r  as it 
does. It n e ed s  to be fed  id eas  a n d  it n e ed s  to  be re s ted  w h e n  o v erw o rk ed . 
W ritin g  can  a lso  be like a leech; it w ill s low ly  d ra in  the  life o u t of y o u  if 
y o u  m isu se  it. So u se  it w ise ly  a n d  it w ill be like a d r in k  of w a te r, life 
g iv ing .
by  D av id  W olfe
W riting
W ritin g  is like f lo w in g  w a te r. A s y o u r  id eas p o u r  o n to  the  p a p e r, it 
is a lm o s t like th e  w a y  w a te r  flow s in  a river. G o in g  on  a n d  on  in  a 
c o n s ta n t s tre a m  of id eas  b e in g  tra n s fo rm e d  in to  le tte rs  a n d  w o rd s . D am s 
a re  like w r ite r 's  b lock  a n d  w h e n  p eo p le  fish  o u t a p o n d , it is like w h e n  
o th e rs  sk im  id ea s  o u t o f a p ap e r.
by  Jon  D ecker
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W hy do I W rite?
I w rite  to  ex p ress  m y  th o u g h ts  a n d  fee lings for th e  th in g s  I w rite  
ab o u t. E ven  w h a t p e o p le  say  a b o u t it, 1 d o n 't  rea lly  care  becau se  i t 's  w h a t 
I 'm  a b o u t a n d  w h a t I th in k  abou t.
by  A lisha  P a tto n
W hy do I W rite?
1 w rite  b ecau se  I can  h e lp  m y se lf from  b e in g  b o re d  som etim es. 1 
like to  tell m y  fee lings by  w ritin g . I w rite  b ecau se  it m ak es  m e feel h ap p y . 
It m ak es  m e feel like th e re 's  n o  one  else in  th e  w o rld  b u t  m e.
by  Jessie  S ta r C om es O u t
Art
A rt 
A rt is 
A rt is p u re  
A rt is p u re  a n d  
A rt is p u re  a n d  good .
by  S onn i R ichards
W hy do I W rite?
1 w rite  b ecau se  w h e n  1 g ro w  u p  1 w a n t to  w rite  a n d  d irec t m y  ow n
m ovies.
1 w rite  because  it 's  fu n  som etim es.
I w rite  b ecau se  p e o p le  m ak e  m e feel good  w h e n  th ey  say  I 'm  a good
w rite r.
I w rite  b ecau se  it g ives m e so m e th in g  to say  a b o u t th e  w orld .
1 w rite  b ecau se  1 w a n t p eo p le  to  re a d  it.
1 w rite  b ecau se  I like to sh o w  m y  im ag in a tio n .
by  Tia C atches
Freedom
E v ery o n e  h as freedom , no  one  can  take  it aw ay  fro m  you . Peop le  
can  c h a in  y o u  a n d  m ak e  yo u  w o rk  u n til y o u  a lm o st d ie, th ey  can  take  
e v e ry th in g  aw ay  fro m  you , b u t  n o t th e  m o st im p o rta n t freed o m . T h at 
f re e d o m  is th e  w ill to  live in  o th e r w o rld s  a n d  im ag in e  o th e r  th ings. To 
live  in  fan ta sy  a n d  fo rg e t rea lity . T h at free d o m  is so m e th in g  no  one  can  
c h a in  to  w alls  o r beat. T h at freed o m  is inv inc ib le  a n d  w ill live fo rever, 
n e v e r  d ie.
by  B ran d o n  H o o p e r
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